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THE YOUNG LORD. 



OHAPTEK I. 



** Mj high-blown pride at length broke under me.*' 

King Hbnbt VIII. 



The winter went by with its troubles. The 
spring and early summer came, and with 
them sunny weather in the outward world, 
and hope and tranquillity to men's minds. 
All things returned to their wonted course, 
and the strifes and discomforts of the winter 
seemed to be forgotten. Work was plentiful ; 
the times busy and stirring ; and there was 

YOL. II. B 
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no leisure for any to brood over grievances, 
or foment discontent. 

Lord Singleton was as active as ever. He 
had thought much during the winter ; had 
made many wise reflections, and was eager to 
bring them to bear fruit. Superficially speak- 
ing, it would have been said, that with ardour 
undamped by vexation, and benevolence un- 
checked by disappointment, he went about his 
philanthropic duties. But this superficial 
view of things would not have been quite 
correct. Lord Singleton was changed, and 
without exactly meditating on the change, 
many felt it. The poor felt an awe of him 
they never had done before. ' They pondered 
longer before they assailed him with details 
of small grievances. This, of course, was 
partly the effect of conscience. They knew 
their virtue had not shone out very brightly 
in adversity. But conscience, on such points, 
is not very acute in the very poor ; and they 
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would soon haye forgotten their failures, if 
there had not been a change in him. 

This change was from love to duty. Duty 
is a very strong motive; it may become a 
passion ; but it is stem and strong, not genial 
and hearty. The effect of disappointment 
and fiiilure on the young lord's mind, had 
been a very common one. That in which he 
most delighted had lost its power to please* 
The elation, the vanity, the pride in his cer- 
tainty of commanding success; was gone — 
melted, like snow. He had found himself a 
common man ; his ways, apparently, no wiser 
and no better than those of his neighbours. 
Under the sting of mortified vanity, the pas- 
sionate pleasure of benevolence came to an 
end. But though his pleasure was damped, 
not so was his activity. With an ardour 
equally great, he now set himself to do his 
duty ; and did it with a something of fierce- 
ness of spirit, like that which prompted his 

b2 



4 THE TOUNG LORD. 

stroke against the tree, when he assured Sybil 
his duty should be done. 

This new principle was as vigorous— even 
more vigorous — ^than the old one. It left him 
no rest. But there was not in it the frank 
heartiness of other days« He often carried a 
weary mind in his active body. He was graver 
^aud quieter — more thoughtftil in mind — ^less 
voluble in conversation. 

His self-confidence, however, was the while 
in no whit impaired. He was positive and 
determined as ever. The only change here was, 
that his resolution was more rigid — that his 
self-confidence had lost something of its 
kindliness. His mind and character were 
evidently undergoing some * kind of internal 
fermentation, and a very close observer might 
have been doubtftil whether his disposition 
would not harden and become imperious, 
before the process was concluded. 

Changes do not take place very fast. The 
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change in Lord Singleton was merely indicated 
by a few signs ; and none but one accustomed 
to reflect on small things^ could have dis- 
covered the possible dangers beneath the sur- 
face of his character. 

He went to London this year only for six 
weeks. His mind was restless, and he was 
impatient to be at home again. 

During his absence the Beauchamps went to 
the sea-side. They returned about a week 
after he did. His arrival had been a surprize, 
and being a surprize Mr. Beauchamp chanced 
to comment on it, and to observe with satis- 
faction that his return was earlier than it had 
ever been before. There was not much in the 
remark, and it was innocently and flatteringly 
made, but Lord Singleton coloured, and replied 
with sharpness, ^^ That he hated precedents." 

Mr. Beauchamp begged his pardon, and 
then Lord Singleton laughed and begged his, 
and nothing more was said ; but Zod observed 
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to Annette, that thoa^ she knew she ought 
not to make remarks^ she must say that die 
thoo^t *^ Lord Sinj^eton had been Tery cross 
to papa.'* Annette rq>Iied — '* Perhaps he was 
Zoe for an instant, bat it is not kind to re- 
mark sach things. No <me can ever tell what 
it is that makes a person speak qmckly, and, 
perhaps, if we knew what was in his mind we 
should find he had a good reason for iL" 

''Yes, that is tme," was the little girl's 
reply. '' I know always I have a good reason 
when I am cross." 

Annette blushed and smiled, and made no 
more defence. 

The intercourse of Lord Singleton at the 
Cottage continued, and had continued during 
the winter and spring with but little change, 
the same as usual. That little change was in 
his behaviour to Sybil. For the most part he 
remained kind and cordial, but as unap^ 
proacMng as he had been fi'om the beginning 
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of their acquaintance ; but now and then, sud- 
denly and with empressementy he would ask 
her opmion and endeavour to draw out her 
sentiments on any subject that occupied him. 
These ebullitions of attention were again fol- 
lowed by weeks of— the word unajoproach- 
ingness must again be used, for distance im- 
plies reserve or effort^ and there was nothing 
of this in his manner. Two causes were likely 
to produce these sudden attentions. They 
might be impulses he could not resist — strong 
desires to hear her speak, or ascertam her 
sentiments; or they might be politenesses, 
which after the trouble she had on one occa- 
sion taken for him, he thought her due. It 
was to this latter cause, that Sybil ascribed 
them, and they irritated her beyond mea- 
sure. 

This irritation kept alive in her mind a re- 
sentment, which otherwise for want of food 
might have died. The weeks went on, and no 
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interferenoe of her guardian mffleil the tran- 
qiulli^ of her way. CSertainly there was no 
cause for interference. As Miss Bates, in the 
novel of ' Emma^' ohserved of Frank Cbnrchill, 
that '' He was all the fondest mother caidd . .'' 
So Sybil was becoming all the most anxioas 
goardiancenili . . . Beneath the sweet influ* 
ences of domestic life, now, for the first time 
her lot, all that was good in her expanded, all 
that was harsh and ragged seemed to fell 
away. Her manners softened, her principles 
strengthened, her tiieories of good turned to 
practice. 

In many a home evil is rankling. In many 
apparentiy quiet homes, not only sorrow, but 
sin — ^not only discontent, but remorse — ^not 
only temper, but envy, hate and uncharit* 
ableness are hid under an outwardly smooth 
surface and calm brow. This Is a condition of 
life. But it is certain that to be really happy 
in a quiet home, requires a good heart, and 
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that nature must be good which thrives and 
expands beneath its tranquil influences. The 
bad may conceal their evil for a time, but in 
concealment and quietnesS; the evil grows^ and 
bursts at last ; while the good, in the joys and 
sorrows of home life, wear off their faults and 
infirmities, and in the practice of unselfish love, 
acquire virtues which may last for ever. That 
Sybil's nature throve and improved, was a 
proof of its fundamental goodness. Full of 
faults, and even now cherishing a fault and a 
foUy — nay, worse, an actual bad passion — she 
yet won all hearts by her ready smiles, her full 
and hearty sympathy, her acquiescence in the 
unexciting routine of her daily life, and her 
willing acceptance of every pleasure provided 
for her. Amid many mistakes in his conduct 
towards his ward, the young lord had certainly 
chosen well in the home he had appointed to 
receive her — ^well for her improvement, well 
for her true happiness. 
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One morning, it was about a month after 
Lord Singleton's return from London, a num- 
ber of letters lay on his breakfast table. He 
Was in unusual haste ; there was a meeting of 
gentlemen at a neighbouring town, to consider 
the state of the miners in the mining district, 
and he was the chairman. The meeting was 
early, and there was a long ride before him. 
He glanced over his letters, selected one or two, 
that appeared to be of greater interest than 
the rest, and put the others aside till the 
evening, with a half ejaculation, " These can 
wait." In the evening, sleepy and tired, 
(wearied in mind more than in body, for his 
propositions had not been received as they 
ought to have been, and his temper had been 
severely tried by the dullness of some, and the 
impracticability of others) he took up his let- 
ters, and carelessly inspected them. One or 
two were bills, some prospectuses for railways, 
all as uninteresting as he anticipated, until he 
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came to the last. Over this, as he read, his 
brows knit, and when it was finished, he 
started to his feet, and ejaculated, ^^ Fool !" in 
no sweet-toned voice. The next instant the 
bell was rung, his portmanteau ordered to be 
packed, and the carriage to come round with- 
out delay, to take him to the railway station. 

The house was immediately in a bustle, but 
in a quarter of an hour, for the household par* 
took in the activity of its lord, all was ready. 
Lord Singleton stepped into the carriage, and 
then perceived his valet mounting on the box. 
. "No, no, Biddulph," he shouted, "lam 
going alone. Drive to the railway station." 

" Any orders, my lord ?" Letters, &c." 

" None whatever." 

Biddulph stared, amd the household won- 
dered ; and the wondering was not confined 
to the household alone. All the neighbourhood 
heard of the sudden disappearance of the 
young lord, and made shrewd and unlikely 
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guesses as to its cause. The inhabitants of the 
Cottage wondered more than any, for though 
accustomed to sudden movements, they were 
not accustomed to secret ones, and Lord Sin- 
gleton had never been known to go without 
his valet before. 

Three days and three nights passed in won- 
derment. Every morning, Mr. Beauchamp 
went up to the Park, and asked, "Any 
news of my lord, Biddulph ?" and Biddulph, 
imitating his lord, replied, "None what- 
ever." 

On the third evening, about nine o'clock, 
Mr. Beauchamp was observing for the fiftieth 
time, "I hope Lord Singleton has had nothing to 
annoy him," and Mrs. Beauchamp, for the twen- 
tieth time, for she did not always reply to her 
husband's observations, had answered, " Bapid 
movements are not unnatural to one of Lord 
Singleton's disposition," when a note from the 
subject of their wonderings was brought in. 
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"My Dear Mr. Beauchamp, — 

" If it is not troublesome, will you be so 

good as to come and speak to me for a few 

minutes. If you cannot to-night, I should be 

glad to see you the first thing in the morning, 

"Tours, faithfully, 

" Singleton." 

" I hope he has had nothing to annoy him,*' 
Mr. Beauchamp observed again, while he des- 
patched the servant for his hat and coat. 

" I^don't anticipate anything of importance," 
said Mrs. Beauchamp. "Some annoyances 
are to be expected in the common course of 
things." 

Mr. Beauchamp, on arriving at the Park, 
found Lord Singleton, not as usual, lying at 
his ease in an arm-chair, but leaning out of 
window, looking into the moonlight. The 
night was fine, but firesh. 

"We are glad to see you back, my dear 
lord," he said heartily. " We began to won- 
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der where you were, and what you could be 
domg. I hope nothing has occurred to annoy 
you." 

" Yes, very much. I have had very great 
annoyance, and the worst is, it is my own 
fault;" and Lord Singleton knit his brows 
into the word " Fool " again. 

'* I am exceedingly sorry to hear it ; but 
I dare say you mistake the matter on that 
point. Can I be of any use ? — ^you have but 
to command me." 

^< Thanks ; but there is nothing to be done^ 
I believe. I sent for you not to consult, but 
to ease my mind by talking over the matter. 
I will tell you all about it." 

Mr. Beauchamp sneezed. 

** I beg your pardon," said Lord Singleton, 
civilly, " I was leaning out to cool my thoughts; 
but you and Annette are always chilly. Let 
us sit down ;" and he closed the window, and 
led the way towards the fireplace. " There," 
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be said, pushing him into a chair. *^ I had 
rather stand. Now guess where I have 
been." 

" To London, of course." 

'^ No. I have been across the sea. I have 
been to Dublin." 

'^ Indeed ! " exclaimed Mr. Beauchamp, sur- 
prised; ^^and on what account? Oh I I 
guess. Miss Moore. No hitch, I hope, in 
her affairs." 

** More than a hitch. She has lost — that 
is to saj she will lose — some thousands, and 
all through my carelessness." 

"Unintentional, I am sure," Mr. Beau- 
ohamp said, with the kind folly with which 
men speak when they do not quite know what 
to say. 

" Unintentional I — ^why, yes — ^what should 
it be but that ? But that's the very thing I 
speak of. What was I set over her for but to 
watch and care for her? I could blow my 
brains out," he said fiercely. * 
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" Now, my dear lord, just be so good as to 
tell me what this carelessness of yours has 
been. I know what a pleasure it is to abuse 
oneself when anything goes wrong ; but we 
are just as unfair to ourselves as we are to 
other people. Let me hear. Depend upon 
it, you mistake.'' 

'^ Just the carelessness of trusting rascals, 
when my knowledge of human nature should 
have told me all men are rogues." 

"No, no! my dear lord — ^too severe, by 
far." 

" This is the history. Miss Moore's fortune 
was placed by her uncle as a mortgage on the 
property of some connection of his — a Major 
FarrelL There it has been for many years^ 
and there her father desired it might remain. 
The investment was very good, and seemed 
secure. But I had the power, of course, of 
withdrawing it, after due notice ; and that is 
what I should have done last year ; and that 
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I did not do it, is a folly and carelessness for 
which I never can forgive myself." 

" But why ? If all seemed secure, what 
fiiult of yours? What has happened? Is 
Major Farrell ruined ?" 

^^His estate is to be sold in the Encum- 
bered Estates Court. I got a notice the other 
night. It was like a thunder-bolt. I knew 
then how it would be ; but I was off without 
a word, to make sure, and excite no false 
alarms. Suined ! — the man's estate will not 
clear a quarter of his debts. The man's a 
rascal, and so are they all rogues and rascals ; 
the whole country, without exception." 

"Now, my dear lord," Mr. Beauchamp 
said, soothingly, " do compose yourself. What 
has happened, has happened, as we know, in a 
hundred cases. Why do you blame yourself? 
I wish to understand the case as regards 

" Why, you see, Mr. Beauchamp, I ought 
VOL. II. c 
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to have found out that the man was a rogue 
— borrowing money and liying beyond his 
income— making a show upon nothing — ^pre- 
tending to be respectable without a character. 
But I trusted him. Last year, when I heard 
of the state of things in Ireland, and found 
how many fine properties were gone to rack 
and ruin, I becamie alarmed, and considered 
the subject very seriously, and made enquiries 
into Major Farrell's life and character. But 
I was deceived — either purposely or fi-om 
carelessness— either because men were fools 
or rogues. I heard a flaming character, and, 
like a simpleton, believed it and was satisfied. 
There the money remained, and I thought about 
it no more. A bom fool would have done 
better — and I who had sworn to myself that 
I would watch over her better than a falhj^r 
would. I could blow my brains out." 

^^ As far as I can see," said Mr. Beauchamp^ 
decidedly, " I see no feult in the matter. Ton 
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acted like a father, and a most prudent one. 
Mischances happen to all. To her father it 
would have happened as to you." 

** It is poor comfort to a fool," said Lord 
Singleton, hastily, '^ to know that others are 
fools. But I have not even that, for I hear 
that one person did not feel satisfied, and did 
withdraw a sum he had lent in like manner. 
Why could not I hear that before ? Why is 
truth the hardest thing of all to find ? The 
end of it is, that she is ruined — and I do it !" 

" Not ruined, I trust." 

" No. I spoke hastily. There is £7,000, 
or so, in the funds, the accumulation. And 
something will be paid now, but very little, 
I fear. Hers is not the first mortgage. We 
cannot know anything certain for six months, 
you know. It must, at any rate, make a 
great change in her prospects." 

^' Are you not liable as her trustee ^" Mr. 

c 2 
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Beauchamp asked, suddenly. 

" No. What would it all matter if I was ? 
You don't suppose I should torment myself in 
this way for the loss to myself? No ! I 
have tried to make out that I could with 
truth call myself liable, and I cannot. One 
can only be liable for one's own acts, they say. 
It was no act of mine, and never would have 
been. If it had not been her father s express 
wish, I should never have let the money remain 
out at mortgage in Ireland; though I was 
told, when I said so, that I was a fool for my 
objections. Perhaps so. That has nothing to 
do with the present business." 

"I cannot be sorry you are not liable at 
this moment," Mr. Beauchamp saijd — the 
agent, for an instant, taking the highest place 
in his mind; "the rents have been badly ..." 

" Oh, hang the rents !" the young lord 
cried, with vehemence ; " what do I care for 
them? Besides, they will have to pay it 
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whether 1 am liable or not. It is not 
that '* 

" You intend, then, to replace the sum ?" 

** Of course I do, if she will let me ; I am 
bound in honour. But there is my diflSculty. 
If she was like a common girl, I would do it, 
and make no fuss about it ; but she will not 
let me act as I please; she will know all 
things, and is as proud as Lucifer about 
obligations. I could not deceive her if I 
would, and, after all, I would not if I could. 
It would be unmanly in me to shrink from 
confessing what I would rather die than con- 
fess. Besides, I hate concealments/' 

^* You are right." 

There was a pause. 

Lord Singleton appearing to have said all 
he had to say, Mr. Beauchamp rose. 

" Can I be of any use to you, my dear 
lord?" 

^' Thanks, Mr. Beauchamp, none wha;tever. 
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I am very much obliged to you for listening to 
me. That is aU." 

^' Since you seem to dread the act of con- 
fessing, can I help yoa in that way. Can I 
prepare Miss Moore's mind in any degree. I 
am at your service." 

"By no means," he replied^ with vehe- 
mence. "What I have said to-night, Mr. 
Beauchamp, is in the strictest confidence. 
Thank you," he continued, more mildly, " but 
no ; all the grace of confession is in the pain 
it costs. I will do it myself. Don't g^ve a 
hint as to what has called me away." 

" Best assured I shall not." 

" I am to hear to-morrow morning or the 
next, some further particulars about Major 
Farrell's aflSnirs, from a trustworthy person, if 
there be such a one. I know there can be 
nothing good to hear, but it is as well to wait. 
As soon as I hear from him that our worst 
anticipations are well founded, I shall speak to 
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Miss Moore. I will not detain you any longer 
now. Thank you for coming, and good-night." 
Lord Singleton accompanied Mr. Beauchamp 
to the door, and there remained, leaning on 
the balustrade of the steps, to cool his thoughts. 
The depressing sense of failure was upon him, 
where his intentions had been best, and his 
self-confidence highest. He felt humbled as 
he never had felt before, and leaning out in 
the quiet moonlight, every pulse within him 
seemed to throb with a tumult he could not 
still. 
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CHAPTER II. 

*< Oh I how the passions, insolent and strong, 
Bear our weak minds their rapid course along." 

Gbabbb. 



There had been both anxiety and curiosity in 
the Cottage after Mr. Beauchamp's departure ; 
the anxiety was on Annette's part, the curi- 
osity on that of Mrs. Beauchamp and Sybil. 
As he entered, Annette looked up wistfully, 
and her glance in his calm and placid face, 
almost dispelled her fears. — She asked nothing. 
But curiosity is not so easily allayed. After 
waiting for a few moments, in the expectation 
of receiving some information from her hus- 
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band, Mrs. Beauchamp took up the burden of 
his former song, and observed, m a qniet, dry 
way — 

'^I hope nothing has occurred to annoj 
Lord Singleton/' 

" Nothing, my love, in which we are con- 
cemed« Don^t fiiss yourself; he has had 
some harassing business, that is all/' 

^^ Did he return late this evening ?'' 

" I fancy so. I did not inquire/' 

^^Has Lord Singleton been to London ?'* 
Sybil asked, after a moment, not allowing to 
herself that she was curious, but making a re- 
mark, by way of conversation. 

"I believe not/' Dreading any further 
questions, Mr. Beauchamp with some mali- 
cious quickness added — " If you care to know 
his movements, my dear Miss Moore, I am 
sure he will tell you all you please to asL" 

" 1 1" she said, colouring, " indeed I do not 
care. I asked the question for no reason.*" 
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^'For DO reason but to satisfy female 
cariositjy*" he replied, smiling ; ^^ I am sorry I 
cannot satisfy it better. Annette, have you 
any question to ask. I will try if I can satisfy 
that?" 

^'Is Lord Singleton unhappy, or out of 
spirits ?'' she asked, a faint, anxious colour 
flitting over her face. 

"Well," he said, thoughtfully, "yes. A 
little out of spirits, I think. But don't make 
mountains out of mole-hills. You will see 
him just as usual to-morrow. He is a little 
annoyed that is all, — and now. Miss Moore, is 
there time for one song. I have been cheated 
of my evening's dissipation." 

They did see Lord Singleton the following 
day, but only for an instant. His expected 
letter had not arrived, and he was too much 
fretted for conversation. He took a long ride 
and only called at the Cottage^ for dvility's 
sake, on his way homewards. 
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'^ Lord Sin^eton is very uneasy about some- 
thingy I am sure, mamma," Annette observed 
to her mother after his departure. ^^ I saw 
that in a moment.'' 

"Yes," said Sybil, "so did I/' 

"You must not acquire the habit of 
watching countenances, Annette," replied her 
mother. " There are many sources of anxiety 
which it is undesu*able to betray. 

" I never can help it," she said. " When I 
see a person look troubled and anxious, it 
makes me uneasy too." 

"In society it must constantly happen," 
said Mrs. Beauchamp. " We must endeavour 
to take no notice, unless, indeed, we can be of 
use." 

" Yes," said Sybil, "that is the very way 
of society, and what a false, heartless way 

It IS. 

" No, my love, private cares must not be 
introduced on public notice. Good manners 
alone forbid it" 
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Lord Singleton received the following 
morning the confirmation of all his fears. That 
was to be expected. Suspicion is a thing 
infinite in degree ; once, excited, there is no 
limit to the fears felt, or the tales told. The 
trustworthy person of whom he had spoken to 
Mr. Beanchamp, gave little hope of recoyering 
more than a quarter of Sybil's fortune — ^if 
even so much. The picture he drew of Major 
Farrell's affairs, plunged Lord Singleton into 
despair ; despair in his fears for Sybil, and des- 
pair at the idea of his own carelessness. How was 
it possible that he could have been so deceived ? 

He went down early to the Cottage. As 
soon as he had determined that on that day his 
confession should be made, he was restless till 
it was done. It was not the thing, it was not 
the loss that so tormented him, that could 
be easily set right — it was the humiliation to 
her — to her over whom he had assumed such 
unbounded authority, and for whose welfare 
he had hoped so faultlessly to provide. 
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Sybil was not at home. She and Zo^ were 
gone out for one of their long walks. He sat 
for a few minutes awuting her return, but he 
could not govern his anxiety, and unwilling to 
show it, he shortly got up and wished them 
good-bye. 

" I have got to go to Rotherham to day,** 
he said, ^^ and so I shall go now. Will you 
tell Miss Moore that I wish to speak to her, 
and shall be much obliged to her to be at home 
at three o'clock — ^you must be so good Mrs. 
Beauchamp as to arrange for me to see her 
alone. Mr. Beauchamp will tell you why, if 
you ask him.*' 

Mrs. Beauchamp promised that all should 
be as he wished. 

When Sybil came home Lord Singleton's 
message was given to her. She coloured 
deeply with surprise and annoyance, and it 
was in her old haughty manner that she said, 
"Very weU." 
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The interral before his arrival was passed in 
raffling her temper and spurring on her pride. 
The yeiy time that had dapsed smce intv. 
ferenoe had been attempted added to her' dis- 
composure. She remonbered the last occa- 
fflon, and could not but connect with it the 
present She felt as i^ during this long time 
of silence, she had been m thraldom to his 
will, and that now, once again, his arbitrary 
authority was about to break out. Her 
thoughts were not very dear nor defined, but 
people are ^ to anticipate what they dread, 
and though she could fix on no definite object 
for tyranny to exert itself upon, it was for 
some act of tyranny that she was prepared. 
The vague fear was quite suffident to disturb 
her mind and bring on one of her excited 
attacks. 

Lord Singleton arrived punctual to the mo- 
men*. Mrs. Beauchanq^ and her daughters 
were gone out. Mr. Beaudiamp remained in 
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the office as chaperon. A senrant by Lord 
Singleton's desire summoned Sybil to the 
drawing-room. She came at (mce, cold, calm, 
and skatdly. 

She was snrpiised, and in some degree 
thrown off her assnmed majesty of demeanonr 
by the agitated manner in which he shook her 
h^nd ; hot it was only for an instant, and she 
calmly seated herself to listen to him. 

He walked abont the room for some mo* 
ments, as was his haUt on such oecaaons, and 
then darted into his subject without preparsr 
tion or circumloeution. ^^ I have asked you to 
see me, Miss Moore, that I may make to you 
a communication of a most unpleasant kind. 
However I try to word it or to prepare you for 
it^ a blow it must be/' 

An idea, girlish, yet not rery unnatural, 
conffldering the maimer in which ha* imagina- 
turn connected this interview wi^ tiie last, 
here took possession of her mind. She thought 
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of the possibOhj of Lowiy Beaaduunp's mar- 
riage, and imaged diat her gnardiaii, sap- 
posing it to be a subject of interest to her, was 
come in this pompous state to make the an- 
nouncement. The thon^t merely flitted 
through her fimcy, but even its £unt flitting 
made her heart swell with indignation and re- 
sentment. '^ Pray do not hesitate to speak,'' 
she coldly said, ^'nothing you can say can 
much afiect me.** 

" If you speak so unkindly now,** he said, a 
flush of pain passing quickly over his flice^ 
^^what will you say when my confession is 
made." 

^^ I did not mean to be unkind,'' she replied, 
softened in spite of herself *^ I only mean to say 
that I beg you to speak out and not be afraid. 
You know," she added, a touch of sadness 
giiring her voice a tone he never had heard 
there before, " my position in this world gives 
me few things to care for, and fewer still to 
fear/' 
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Again a sadden colour, like a sharp shoot 
of pain, overspread his &ce, and he turned 
away. Then, recovering himself, and speaking 
in a more composed and manly tone — *^ Mean- 
while, what I have to say has yet to be said. 
A few days ago I received a notice which 
much troubled me. It was about your affairs. 
I went to Dublin. That was the history of 
my hasty departure. I went to see before I 
said anything. The notice was of the sale of 
Major Farrell's property in the Encumbered 
Estates Court I fear his affidrs are in a 
wretched bad state, and you. Miss Moore, will 
be the suflferer.'* 

<< Shall I lose everyddng f^ she exclaimed 
hastily, a startled colour glowing for an in- 
stant on her cheek. *^ Tell me quick, for I 
cannot bear suspense." 

<< Everything ! — ^no. Good Heavens ! " he 
^(claimed, with vehemence. ^'Did you, for 
one moment, suppose ».— — No, no— not that. 

VOL. n. ^> 
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The accamulation of your fortune is safe in 
the funds, and there will be something re- 
covered here. They spoke of the possibility of 
half, when I was at Dublin ; but I cannot say I 
expect that, and cannot hold out any false 
hopes. We shall not know at present. The 
sale cannot be for six months to come ; but I 
could not keep it on my conscience. There, 
now, my confession is made." 

^' You need not have been so much afraid," 
she said, smiling. '^ I hope I can bear a little 
loss without making a fuss about it." 

** Don't speak so," he cried, " or you heap 
coals of fire on my head. I would rather that 
you were unkind, than too kind. It is all my 
fault. I promised to watch over your wel- 
fare, and a thousand times I have vowed to 
myself how thoroughly it should be done; 
and this is the way I have done it. I would 
rather you reproached me." 

"What have you done? I really don't 
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understand. As far as I do understand, I see 
no fault at all." 

He explained the case to her, very fairly, 
neither extenuating' nor setting down aught 
against himself in malice. It was evident to 
her that it was plain, downright truth. 

" Well," she said, after listening to him, " I 
see no fault. I shall trust you the more for 
not being over-inclined to suspicion. I hate 
suspicion and suspicious people." 

" Shall you trust me in future ? I do not 
deserve it ; — ^but I will not ask that now ; I 
think you hardly understand the evil as yet. 
Tour loss makes a very great change in your 
position. You speak of a little loss ; it is 
more than that." 

** Is it ? Then will you let me understand. 
I like to see everything clearly. What is my 
position, and what loss shall I have ?" 

" It makes just this change — I see it 
strongly myself; — that, formerly, you had 

D 2 
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enough to be very comfortable, supposing you 
to choose to live by yourself, in a home of 

your own— supposing, . . . supposing • . ." 

He hesitated and coloured, then added:^^^! beg 
your pardon, I only meant to say, supposing 
you to choose to remain unmarried — and now, 
you will have enough to live upon, I hope, 
but not to live on in real comfort. It makes 
a great difference." 

"Yes, I see," she said thoughtfully, and 
remained pondering with her eyes on the 
ground. She did see it — a vision of a little 
paradise of a home, her own^ which had been 
a day-dream to her fancy, faded away into' 
dim distance. She resigned it, not with an 
outward but an inward sigh. 

He watched her in a kind of agony. " Ah ! 
now you see and feel," he said quickly. 

" Yes, I see ; but I assure you not with 
any great distress," she said, with a smile. 
" I am sorry, just sorry — I suppose only very 



THE TOUNO LORD. 37 

good people, better than I am, would not be 
just sorry. — I say this, and own it, that you 
may believe all I say ; and now I add, that 
even already I am beginning to forget all 
about it. Pray think of it no more, for I am 
sure I shall not." 

" Think of it no more ! You don't really 
expect that. No ; I have now a thing to ask, 
which ought not to ofiend you, and which, if 
you are inclined to do what is just and right, 
you will agree to at once. You must let me 
replace what is lost." 

" Not for the world," she replied, quickly, 
and with a shade of hauteur. ^^ I could not 
hear of such a thing." 

** If you were not what you are," he con- 
tinued, abruptly, ^^ I should have done it with- 
out a word, without asking your consent, or 
informing you of what was lost ; but I feared 
you would not forgive me if I did, and I 
thought truth and openness most fitting, in all 
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relations of life, and I would not be so mean 
as to be ashamed to confess.'' 

"You were quite right. If I had after- 
wards discovered what you had done, and I 
should have been sure to do so, I should never 
have forgiven it." 

" Then you would have been very unjust. 
It is a mere chance that I am not liable, and 
if I had chosen to do it, there is no one who 
could have told you that I was not liable, ex- 
cept Marchmont, or Percy; and until you 
come of age, you are not likely to see them. 
But I did not choose ; I would not, even in 
this, deceive. Do not punish me for acting 
right." 

" I am, on the contrary, very much obliged 
to you for treating me like a reasonable being. 
But as to the thing, I will not hear of it. Be- 
member how I am already under obligations to 
you. For how much, I don't know." 

" Obligation !*' with contempt, " but this is 
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DO obligation, it is sample justice. I ask it 
for justice." 

" And for justice, I refuse,"' she said, very 
resolutely. " I would not hare allowed it, if 
you had been to blame. As there is no blame, 
I should be unjust, indeed, to agree. Think 
of it no more." 

^^ Then let us leave justice^" he asked, with 
vehement earnestness, ^^and consent to ^ve 
peace to my mind. You cannot think how 
bitterly I feel what has happened; do not 
punish me more." 

^' 1 cannot, and will not," she said, not un- 
kindly, but with immoveable firmness. " No- 
thing shall induce me. The chances and mis- 
chances of life happen to all, and I am not so 
ungrateful as to complain, if a little mischance 
comes to me. I should be degraded in my 
own eyes, and should appear to myself to cast 
blame on you, if I allowed you to do it. Let 
us say no more on the subject ; forget it, as I 
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shall do." She rose from her seat as she spoke, 
stood thoughtful for a single instant, then ad- 
vanced towards him, and with a kindness and 
softness of manner with which she had never 
addressed him before, added, "This loss I 
shall forget, but I cannot, and shall not forget 
all the care and trouble you have taken for 
me. Do not think I am ungrateful for it." 
As she ceased to speak, she held out her hand, 
intending to terminate the interview. 

But not so was it to end. " It matters not," 
some writer says, *^ whether what is dropped 
into a full cup, be earth or a jewel. It over- 
flows with either." That softened manner, 
those kind words, were the jewel which made 
the young lord's struggling emotions, to over- 
flow the feeble barriers which sought to 
restrain them. He took her hand, and as he 
held itj burst out with passionate earnestness — 

" I have offered a little, but what I would 
offer is all — all ; — all I am and have is yours to 
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do with as you please. Oh ! Sybil, Sybil, if 
you could tell the love, admiration, adoration, 
I feel for you.'* 

Surprize kept her for an instant breathless 
and immoveable ; then from the chambers of 
her heart the bitterness so long rankling, the 
pride so long nursed and cherished, rose up 
like a giant and bore her self-command away. 
She withdrew her hand, and with flashing and 
disdainful eyes, exclaimed — 

'^ This to me. Lord Singleton ! is it possible 
you can so presume ?" 

"Yesl" he cried, "and have long pre- 
sumed, I have struggled — God knows how I 
have struggled — ^but it has come forth and let 
it come. Oh ! Sybil, I love you, can you not 
return love for love ; would you, could you, 
my tenderness should, indeed, guard and 
shelter your whole life. Oh ! Sybil, be my 
wife?" 

Unshaken by his voice and words she was 
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noty but it was as water fiins the flame. The. 
thoughts of his unutterable presumptioii, swept 
every gentler emotion before it, and proudly 
and scomfullj she said — 

" Never, I would rather die.'' 

^* Why this scorn !" he exclaimed, his own 
temper flashing up, *^ you may not love me, 
in my sane mind I hardly hoped you did, but 
what have I done to be so hated and scorned? 
I have served you, and would serve you even 
with my life, if it were necessary. What have 
I done that you should speak to me thus ?" 

"What you have done?" she cried, pas- 
sionately; "you have done what cannot be 
forgiven. Tou have wounded my feelings, and 
insulted my orphan state. After what passed 
once between us, how could you dare to think 
of me, as it seems you have done ?" 

" Insulted and wounded your feelings," he 
repeated in a voice of mingled pain, resent- 
ment, and tenderness. "Is that what you 
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accuse me of? If that is what yoa think of 
me, no wonder then you scorn me as you do. 
Insulted and wounded yoUf whom I was 
cherishing in my heart of hearts I It is 
enou^ you need say no more. Do not fear ; — 
you have heard the last of this. For^ve me. 
I shall not again even in thought offend/' 

He turned away and stood at the window 
with his back towards her, endeavouring to 
subdue the tumult of his thoughts. 

The sharp conflict, the keen encounter of 
their wits was at an end, and a dead silence 
followed. Sybil could not break it. Some 
consciousness she had of the unwarrantable 
and unwomanly nature of her behaviour, but 
there is a certain state of mind to which peni- 
tence is impossible ; the very consciousness of 
misdoing adds to the tumult within. Her lips 
were quivering, her heart trembling with ex- 
citement ; pride was sdll too fierce and high to 
permit her to make one step in advance. 
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The pause and silence was long ; Lord Sin- 
gleton then broke it by coming towards her 
and saying in a grave, business-like msmner — 

^^ Since you refuse to let me act as I wish, I 
must obey. Any farther arrangements must 
remain for future consideration. I need not 
detain you now." 

The eflfort to speak wajs so great that Sybil 
almost burst into tears. Fearful lest he should 
mistake the nature of her emotion, she collected 
herself, however, and coldly said— or the mea- 
sured terms sounded cold after the excitement 
before — " All arrangements I trust to you. I 
beg you to think no more of what has hap- 
pened. I am perfectly convinced it has been 
from no fault on your part." 

He endeavoured to say '* thank you," to the 
words which however cold were, and were pro- 
bably meant to be, kind ; but thanks would not 
come. After struggling for an instant he gave 
it up, and merely said, " Good morning." 
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^'Good morning/' she replied. He seized 
his hat and hurried away. 

He hurried along too fiill of inward torment 
to think or know what he felt. Bitter burn- 
ing tears forced their way from his eyes, and 
rolled down his cheeks, and as he felt them, 
in shame and passion he stamped his feet along 
the ground, and swung his stick fiercely 
against the trees. 

The principle of self-esteem in Lord Single- 
ton was strong ; anything of failure was very 
bitter ; the torture of his despised love was at 
this moment the first of the pangs that as- 
sailed him. There were worse regrets to come 
after, but at this moment it was under the 
sense of rejection that his sensitive spirit was 
suffering and quailing. 

There are many kinds of vanity ; some lean 
towards pride, some towards conceit. Conceit 
is not very vulnerable ; it really does esteem 
itself above all things, and this esteem bears it 
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serenely through many troubles ; but there is 
the vanity of a proud and sensitive spirit, 
which is a better thing, and one easily woun- 
ded. It loves too dearly the voice of praise, 
and this makes it desirous to shine; but in 
itself it is tender and distrustful, and when the 
voice of praise, when success and appreciation 
are withdrawn, it sinks in ready humility. In 
Lord Singleton this vanity had been fed with 
intoxicating draughts for many days, but it 
had not been fed into conceit. When the veil 
was withdrawn, his eyes had no film of conceit 
to hide the truth from him. He fell more 
deeply before his own gaze than he could 
before others. 

He arrived at his own door in this state of 
humiliation and torment, desirous only to con- 
ceal himself from the light of day and the gaze 
of men ; but at his door he was met by a ser- 
vant, who said two gentlemen were awaiting 
him on important business, and had been so 
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for half an hour. He was forced to go to them, 
and for an hour to listen to prolix arguments, 
not one of which penetrated the region of his 
brain. 

As the gentlemen rode away they indulged 
in some comments on the young lord's be- 
haviour. 

" Lord Singleton was less of a despot to- 
day,'' said one, a middle-aged, business-looking 
man, in a heavy, jesting tone. 

" Yes," replied the other, who was younger, 
" People say you must not beard the lion in 
his den. I think the den is the place to catch 
the lion in." 

" I have great respect for Lord Singleton," 
observed the first speaker. " His character has 
great weight with me, and his arguments are 
sound and good. I am always sorry when cir- 
cumstances compel me to differ from him." 

" And I am always glad," said the young 
man, ^^ I like Lord Singleton for his rare dis 
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interestedness, but I like my own way never- 
theless, and if an angel from heaven attempted 
to drive me in his direction, without a proper 
commission to do so, I would not move. I 
do not choose to be talked down by any 
man." 

" We have been unexpectedly successful to- 
day. We can now act as we desire." 

^^Yes, now we can job as much as we 
please." There was an arch malicious look in 
the younger speaker as he said this ; but his 
middle-aged companion did not, or did not 
choose, to notice it. 

" Did you observe Lord Singleton's eyes to- 
day," he inquired. 

" Tes. If he were a woman I should have 
said he had been crying. As he is a man, I 
suppose he has taken cold." 

" If I were a friend of Lord Singleton's, I 
should feel anxious about his eyes. Their 
prominence makes them very liable to disease. 
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I shoiiU certamty hear vitli littfe soipr^ 
he was going hfind." 

''BGDd! what an idea. Loid Singleton 
Uind! impofiBiUe.*' 

^ Very poasibley I imagine. I was talking 
<m the solject to a mefical fiiend, some weeks 
ago, and he entire^ ccmcorred with my <^iniML 
Some yean hence, I should oertainlj hear 
without surprise of snch a resolf 

^^Then let ns go hack andghre him Mb 
way. I shall nerer haTe the heart to oppose 
him again^" cried the younger man, with im- 
petaofiity. 

GQs conqpanion anij smiled a jdaad, bosi- 
ness-like smile, and the conyersation fell into 
a discussion on deafhess^ blindness, dombness, 
and othpr aflffictions of the human frame. 

The Yiat had calmed and sobered Lord Sin- 

^eton'smind, and when left to himself his 

thou^ts recurred to all that had previously 

passed, as morning thou|(hts recur to the 
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feverish dreams of night; and sad and humbling 
was the sight presented to his eyes. K the 
pangs of despised love were ahnost forgotten 
in his present survey, it was because the 
pangs of self-reproach are keener far than 
any that can outwardly be inflicted. 

It was true what he said to Sybil, that he 
had struggled with his love. For months he 
had struggled, and successfully, to conceal it. 
By no means intending to conquer it for ever, 
resolute only to conceal it for a time, and this, 
for motives, obvious to every eye. So long as 
he was her guardian, so long as the paternal 
authority he had assumed was to be exercised, 
so long it was utterly inappropriate, and with- 
out the bounds of propriety, that he should be 
a lover. A child could see this ; none could 
see or feel it stronger than the young lord 
himself had done, and yet, almost without 
temptation, almost without hope, utteriy with- 
out encouragement, he had done this thing. 
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He, whose bonnden dirty it was, to guard her 
from insolty had, in his person of goaidian, in- 
sulted her with an unwelcome, uninvited 
declaration of bve. He had raised a barrier 
between them, had cut himself off from the 
right to advise, to approach, to influence her ; 
her own words, "wounded her feelings, and 
insulted her orphan state,'' rang in his ears, 
stabbed like daggers, and excited him aknost 
to madness. 

All that long, lonely evening, these were the 

miserable thoughts in which he indulged. His 

brain was fevered and exdted, and though, 

even sanely considered, there was plenty to 

condemn, he took an exaggerated view of his 

condact, and condemned, as the remorsefid love 

to condemn themselves. It was a miserable 

evening; so miserable was he with his thoughts, 

that he rushed out at last to escape from them. 

The night was stormy ; the sky was black 

with clouds, and the lightning vivid as day. 

£2 
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He heeded it not, but roamed about in his ex- 
dtementy in wind, and wet, and thunder, until 
drenched to the skin, he was driven home to 
take refuge on his restless bed. 
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CHAFTEB ni. 



'Gyneda . • a woman of great wit, and in 
troth of more fririnedj virtues than her husband, hot 
of so working a mind and vehement sfnrits, as a man 
maj say, it was happj she took a good course, for 
otherwise it would have been terriUe.'' 

Fbom the Abcaoia. 



YiOLERT exdtement, in its coDBeqaences, dif 
ferendy affect different people. 



"* The seas are qoiet idien the winds are o*ei^ 
So cafan are we when pasnous are no more.** 



So it is with some. The excitement has been 
an effisnrescense of natore, and when it sinks 
down a dead flat and exhaustion foUows. The 
sobered eyes look sadly on thdr aberration 
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from moral strength and control^ and, in 
humiliation and depression of spirit, recover, 
if they desire it, that strength which they 
have lost. 

With others the excitement is less a fit 
than a fever. It tosses and disorders the 
mind, and oversets the equilibrium of the will 
and affections ; and the disordered mind can- 
not recover itself It may suppose itself to 
be calmed and restored, but only because the 
very eyes themselves are dimmed by the force 
of the fever. 

Lord Singleton's excitement was of the 
first kind. He rose the following morning 
himself. An hour or two of sleep had com- 
posed his bodily ailments, his throbbing 
pulses and aching head ; and though he rose 
sad and sorrowfiil, humbled and depressed, he 
arose himself. 

With Sybil it was otherwise. Her excite- 
ment did not go down with the tide; the 
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waves of her mind were stained with passion 
stiU. All the night long she tossed from 
side to side— r-now assailed hj regret and self- 
reproach — ^now her very pulses throbbing with 
triumph — ^now feeling shame and grief in the 
remembrance of the wound she must have 
given by her ungovemed words and accusa^ 
tions — words that never could be unsaid — ^now 
excusing herself^ and more than excusing her- 
self justifying her words^ by the remembrance 
of his unspeakable presumption — That he 
should dare, after all that had passed — after 
all the humiliation and mortification he had 
caused her — to love her — ^nay, dare in plain 
wor4s to ask her to be his wife ! The more 
she dwelt on this theme, the more exdted she 
became; the more she lost sight of self- 
reproach, the more she abandoned herself to 
the old bad feeling she had so long cherished 
within. 
She rose up mt herself; very calm— so, at 
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least, she imagined — ^bat, in fact, restless as 
ever. One detennination only was in her 
mind — she most be gone. To meet him day 
by day seemed, to her excited spirit, an abso- 
late impossibility. The shame, the embarrass- 
ment, the distress, pressed forcibly upon her ; 
and, with her osual impulsive thoughtlessness, 
she resolved to depart. Had she suffered her- 
self to consider, her generous nature must 
have owned that there was something un- 
generous in thus taking advantage of her 
guardian's humiliation; but the preceptor of 
Sybil's early years had been self-will ; self-will 
had been her lord and governor, but little 
counteracted by the mild remonstrances of a 
mild governess ; and self-will is a blind, hard, 
and unruly master. Improved she un- 
doubtedly was ; but improvement is but a 
slow process in this world. Subdued giants 
are for ever springing up, vigorous as in 
youth. 



I 
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It ia not in novels only that opportunities 
come to the mind that is awaiting them; they 
are but the chances of life which arise to 
tempt and try us all. 

Before Sybil left her room, the following 
letter was brought to her. 

" Berkeley Priory, 
" August 1. 
" My dearest Sybil, 

" I always was a vain woman ; and vanity 
now makes me take the pen from Honoria's 
hand, in the perfect confidence that my 
powers will persuade, when hers, perhaps, 
might fail. In fact, I do not persuade, I 
command ; and, as you know, I am not accus- 
tomed to be denied. 

^^Do you remember an engagement that 
was made when last you visited us that, if 
ever we made a tour in Scotland, you would 
benignly condescend to grace our party ? The 
long-talked-of tour is about to be made, and I 
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claim your promise. We set off in a fort- 
night's time, and we already count the days 
until we have you with us. Let no possible 
engagement, my dearest Sybil, be allowed, for 
one moment, to compete with ours; we are 
old fiiends, and new ones should not be put 
in comparison with us. 

^^ Our tour is to be made in a fashion of 
our own. We go in a coach-and-four, as often 
as we can, avoiding loo^ journeys and railways; 
the fourth place in whi^h vehicle is at the ser- 
vice of your precious self. Mr. Marohmont's, 
Sir Hugh Forest's, and Colonel Mackenzie's, 
are among our appointed resting-places; all 
three gentlemen, as you must well remember, 
your devoted slaves, and all three at this very 
moment joining with me in my request for 
your company. I mention these circumstances 
more for your guardian's satisfaction than 
your own. As I recollect that you are not to 
come into possession of your fortune till you 
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are of age, I guess a scrupulous guardian 
might object to expensive journeys ; but, in 
this case, you perceive, and he will perceive, 
that little expense can be incurred ; therefore, 
I hope his mind will be easy on that point. 
So much on a mercenary matter, a very neces- 
sary consideration in this sublunary world. 

^' I heard from a certain person in London, 
that time had not yet robbed you of your 
magical charms; I rather guess that certain 
person had not escaped some undesirable 
effects of their potency, but he did not say so* 
He is gone abroad for the autumn ; therefore, 
I cannot promise you any opportunity of 
pursuing your triumphs in that quarter. 
Seriously, dear Sybil, Mr. Beauchamp spoke 
so forcibly of your grace and beauty, that 
I can hardly suppose he came away fancy 
free ; but I wish you better things than even 
the accomplished and fashionable Mr. Beau- 
champ. Forgive me for my freedom of speech. 
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Ton know my way is not among the scmpn- 
lons ones. 

"My old maid Perkins, whom you may 
remember, has been home for a holiday, and 
leaves London, on her way back to us, on the 
8th. A new servant comes with her, and, if 
you can be in London on that day, it strikes 
me that this will be the best escort you can 
have. I send you her direction, and she will 
come to you whenever you arrive. Now, do, 
my dearest Sybil, give us the great pleasure 
of having you with us once more. Honoria's 
love and more messages thiln I can deliver. 
Mr. Berkeley is in London, or he would join 
me in my entreaties. BemembeVy we take no 
denial. 

" Your affectionate friend, 

" Selina Berkeley." 

The kindness Sybil had received from Mrs. 
Berkeley — a kindness deeply felt in her lonely 
lot, though it had not blinded her eyes in 
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jadging of that lady's character^ had oertainly 
warped them; nor did she condemn in her 
things from which her ^nioeness of nature' 
would otherwise have revolted. This was not 
a great fault — ^for gratitude is a powerful 
principle in good hearts. 

Nevertheless, the tone of the present letter 
might and should have warned her not to rush 
blindly into such society again — ^it might have 
told her how distasteful such a course would 
be to Lord Singleton ; it should have taught 
her that it would be distasteful to herself. All 
this it should and would have done, had she 
considered; but consideration was &r from her. 
She hailed the unexpected deliverance from 
an uncomfortable position, and, without taking 
counsel of any one, wrote, signed, and sealed 
her acceptance of the invitation. 

Lest, however, her determination should be 
supposed to follow immediately on her inter- 
view with Lord Singleton, she postponed the 
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annoancement of her intention till the fdlow- 
ing day. 

Sybil's thoughts had all been wilfiil, and for 
herself. Lord Smgleton's were all for her. 

Feeling at once that her position, if conjeo- 
tores or cariosity regarding them were excited, 
must be an awkward and unpleasant one, he 
set himself with determination to undo what 
he had done. With sober calmness he went 
about his daily business, occupying himself 
with his affairs great and small; and, tihe 
farther to effect this purpose, he detmmined 
not only not to avoid the Cottage, but to 
visit Mr. Beauchamp in his office, as was 
occasionally his habit, in the morning. 

He went to him, ther^ore, and invited him 
to accompany him to Bamsley, to determine 
on a site for some new cottages. He was not 
quite prepared for the proposal that followed. 

"I have a message to give to my wife; 
shall you have any objection to look into the 
drawing-room for a moment. ?" 
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Lord Singleton's heart beat suddenly and 
Tiolentlj ; but, after an instant's struggle, he 
acquiesoed. How better^ he quickly asked 
himself, could he allay Sybil's fears — convince 
her of his sdf-control — show that he might be 
trusted — and lead her back to their former 
fiiendly footing? For such advantages he 
summoned up his courage, and foUowed Mr. 
Beauchamp into the room. 

All there was calm and unconscious. All 
were at their usual occupations, with the 
exception of Sybil ; she, with a book in her 
hand, was gazing idly out upon the lawn, 
imagining she read, but^ in truth, only revolv- 
ing again and again the same questions tliat 
had ocoapied her tiirough the night. 

Lord Singleton had never known what it 
was to feel abashed uid awkward till that 
moment But that moment contained in 
itself the experience of years. Shame and 
humiliation almost drove him backward, when 
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he set his foot in the doorway^ and met her 
surprised and startled glance. But, with an 
effort, he recalled his senses, and composedly 
performed the duty he came to do. 

After speakiDg to Mrs. Beauchamp and 
Annette, he went straight across the room to 
Sybil, and held out his hand. She gave it, 
but was herself too much astonished and be- 
wildered to look up. He pardoned that — ^nay, 
was relieved by it. He wished to attempt no 
apology, not even by a look; he wished only to 
show her that she need not distrust him, and 
unconsciousness best secured that object. 
Havmg paid his usual quiet greeting, he 
turned away, and rejoined Mrs. Beauchamp. 

Annette's quick eyes saw he was awkward, 
and guessed, though wrongly, at the cause. 
Anxious to relieve him, she began to speak of 
the last night's storm. Had he heard it ? 

" Yes, indeed,'' he replied, " who could not 
have heard it ?" 
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" Mamma did not," Annette said. 

"Ton most have a quiet conscience, Mre. 
Beanchamp, to sleep so sound," he smilingly 
observed. 

"I hope your wakefulness was no proof of 
the contrary. Lord Singleton," she replied, in 
the same tone. 

The most matter-of-6ct people sometunes 

«Peak thoughtlessly. She saw in a moment 

that she had given pain, for he coloured, 

glanced hastUy at Sybil, and muttered, « Not 

much to be said on that point" 

The out-of-phuje observation produced one 
of those dead sUcnces which every one feels it 
impossible to breaL 

It was, however, broken veiy shortly by 

Mr. Beauduunp, who had been writing a few 

lines, and now giving them to his wife, called 

to Lord Sin^eton, that he was ready. 

Most thankfully he foUowed him from the 

VOL. II. » 
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room, and sighed a sigh of relief as he strided 
away. 

Annette saw him go, with anxious eyes ; 
and after sitting for some time in thought, she 
laid down her pen, and joined Sybil at the 
window. 

" Lord Singleton feels your loss more than 
you do, Sybil," she observed, as she stood be- 
side her. 

"I think he does," she replied, without 
looking round. " I am sure I wish he would 
not think about it." 

She had been touched and affected by Lord 
Singleton's behaviour, in a way she did not 
like. She read its meaning plainly, and it 
seemed to reproach her for what she was about 
to do. But the more she felt this, the less 
was her pride disposed to yield to it. 

^^ I suppose it is natural he should be dis- 
tressed," Annette began again, ^^ because, as 
he thinks at least, it is his fault." 
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" His fault ! " Sybil exclaimed, eagerly, her 
eagerness in his defence a relief to, and com- 
promise with, her conscience. ^' How can it 
be hb &nlt. To discover secrets is not a 
gift given even to the wisest. Lord Singleton 
did, I am certain, all he conld for me, and 
though he may perhaps think me ungrateful, I 
am not so. I hope only that others who may 
be affected by this man's rain, will feel it as 
little as I do." 

^^ Did you speak as kindly to Lord Singleton 
as yon do to me?'' Annette asked, with 
earnest, enquirmg eyes. 

" You know, Annette,** Sybil said, blushing 
deeply, ^^ that Lord Singleton and I do not 
always agree. If he assumes too much, I 
may forget myself, and say more than I ought. 
I believe I did yesterday. I wish I had not, 
and am very sorry I did." 

" May I tell him you say so ?" 

*^Tes, certainly, I shall be glad if you do." 

p2 
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and relieyed by what she had said, she took 
up her book, and began to read in good 
earnest. 

Annette hastened to her mother, who had 
left the room before this conversation, to ask 
her leave to follow Lord Singleton. The 
usual protest was entered against an act, be- 
speaking so much of intimacy, but the usual 
acquiescence, when the case was explained, 
was given. She saw Lord Singleton was ill 
at ease, she was too kind not to wish to relieve 
him. Thus were her constant resolutions re- 
garding Annette, put to flight. 

Annette took her little chaperon, Zo^, and 
pursued her father and Lord Singleton to 
Bamsley. She soon found the objects of her 
search. Her father was busily engaged with a 
workman and a measuring line, and was stamp- 
ing up and down a piece o£ ground, counting 
his steps. Lord Singleton was standing list- 
lessly by ; usually he would have been the 
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eagerert of the eager, tamsting to no one but 
himself but he was too aad to care this da j« 

Annette suffered Zo^ to ran to her fiither, 
and went and stood bj Lord Singleton^ He 
smiled at her, bot did not ^eak, and remained 
as if intently corions as to the result of the 
measurements* 

^^ I am afraid yon are unhappy/' she said at 
last. ^^ I am so sorry.** 

^^ Thank you very much, my dear Annette/^ 
he said kindly. '^ I am not particularly hap- 
py, I own, but that's no matter/' 

^^ Why unhappy ? I hare just been talking 
to Sylnl, and you cannot think how nicely and 
kindly she speaks*'' 

" About what ?'* he said quickly, colouring 
as he spoke. 

^^ About this loss. She told me, and so did 
mamma. Did you mind? " 

^* Oh ! not in the least. I only wished to 
let her be the first to hear. Yes I know she 
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does, — she speaks very kindly, but that is no 
comfort to me, that is, not much." 

" Did she speak kindly," Annette asked, " I 
was afraid, from what she said, that she had 
not." 

"What did she say?" 

" She almost said that. — She said she knew 
she had forgotten herself, and had said things 
she ought not, and she ssiems very sorry — and 
she said she should be glad if I told you so." 

" I am very much obliged to her and you," 
Lord Singleton said after a moment's thought. 
" Did you come all this way to tell me. Tou 
are very kind my dear Annette. — Thank you 
very much, and now let us speak of it no 
more. Come and look at this plan. How do 
you like it for the abnshouses? We shall 
set to work on them as soon as ever the 
church is finished." 

Annette's mind was relieved by having done 
what she could, but she was sorry to see, as 
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she watched his coantenance, that she had 
done but little. She was perplexed, and re- 
turned home anxious in mind. 

The following morning Sybil went to Mr. 
Beauchamp as he read the newspaper after 
breakfast, and made known to him her in- 
tentions. 

She had followed the usual, and indeed the 
only course, for those who have determined on 
a line of conduct, and yet are dissatisfied with 
it ; — she had ceased to think. She had said it 
was settled and had revolved the question no 
n;iore. 

When, in detailing her plan, she came to 
speak of her regret at leaving her present 
home, to Mr. Beauchamp's surprise, and to 
her own no less so, her voice suddenly broke 
down and she burst into tears. 

" My dear child ! " he exclaimed, aghast, 
" what is the meaning of this ? " 

She dashed away her tears with a half- 
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laagby and said, '^ I don't know, indeed. I 
knew I was sorry to go, but I did not know I 
was so very sorry.'' 

^' But you are only speaking of a visit my 
love, are you?'* 

"This world is uncertain^" she replied 
gravely, "When once a change comes one 
does not know what will happen next." 

" Very true, but we will hope not in this 
case. Are you tired of us, my dear Miss 
Moore ? Would you willingly leave us ? " 

" No, no, indeed," she said, warmly and a 
second time with tears. " Don't think I am 
ungrateful enough as to wish to go." 

" I do not. Now my love let us talk over 
your plan. Does Lord Singletoii know of it ?" 

" No, not yet," she said, colouring. 

" But he must — you must have his leave. 
Now my dear child, do not be angry with me. 
He is your guardian, and nothing can makq 
him not so." 
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''In all just and right things I will allow his 
interference/' she said dtlmly, and without 
indignation, '' but in such a thing as a visit I 
will judge for myself I wrote yesterday to 
accept Mrs. Berkeley's inyitation. Will you 
be so kind as to tell him so ? '' 

'' I wilL Is there anything else to be 
said?" 

''You shall see what she says about money/' 
Sybil said with some hesitation. " I know I 
ought not to be extravagant, but I think there 
will be very little extravagance here. If there 
is, I will be more careful afterwards. Will 
you repeat what I say?" She drew Mrs. 
Berkeley's letter from her pocket and gave it 
to him, remarking, as she slightly blushed, 
"It is a foolish letter, but she is a kind 
woman." 

Mr. Beauchamp read it with a smile on his 
face, and two or three shakes of his head. 
When he gave it back, he observed — " Kind 
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and thoughtful, my love, certainly, but foolish, 
as you say — ^very foolish. Is she a fitting and 
proper friend for you ? Does Lord Singleton 
know of your acquaintance with her, and 
approve of it ?'' 

" I cannot tell,'' she said quickly. " She 
is an old friend, and has been very kind to me. 
Some people are so circumstanced that they 
can choose their fiiends ; but those who are 
orphans and alone in the world, as I am, can- 
not afford to shake off their friends for every 
word of folly they speak." 

" My love, you speak truly. I will say no 
more. You are wise enough, I believe, to 
guide and direct yourself. I will do your 
commission to Lord Singleton. I am just 
going up to the Park. I hope it will not annoy 
him ; he has had annoyance enough of late." 

"I hope not," she replied, with a slight 
swell of repentance at her heart. *^ There is 
no reason why it should." 
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" Well, well — I hope not," he repeated, and 
prepared to go on his way. 

He found Lord Singleton at home and 
alone, and writing in his study — all three very 
unusual things at that hour of the day. 

He was sitting at his writing-table in deep 
thought. He had been pondering on a ques- 
tion, which, for the last few hours, had been 
agitating his mind. It had been suddenly 
presented by his conscience during the night, 
and though resisted, had been presented again 
and again. It was this: — was it necessary 
for him — ^would it be most seemly for him — 
to give up Miss Moore's guardianship into 
other hands, according to the power left with 
him by her father? The suggestion was 
obviously fortified by many recommendations ; 
but when he came to consider the point, it 
was beyond his strength to yield to it. He 
could not sever himself from the hope of 
redeeming the past — he could not trust her 
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happiness to any hands but his own — he could 
not part from an office so long and so proudly 
cherished. To the objections presented, he 
replied by the strong and firm assurance that 
he would undo what he had done ; and before 
Mr. Beauchamp's entrance, he had decided 
that the sacrifice was not required — ^nay, that 
under all the circumstances, it was the best 
and wisest course, and most for her welfare 
and comfort, that no change or noise should 
be made. Thus, wishes warp the heart of the 
honestest ; for, certainly, by becoming a lover, 
he had placed himself in a new and difficult 
position. 

" I am writing about Miss Moore's affiiirs," 
Lord Singleton observed, as if he thought an 
explanation necessary for his sedentary occu- 
pation. ^^ My head was in a maze yesterday, 
but I am all right to-day." 

" And I am partly come to speak to you 
about Miss Moore's afiairs," said Mr. Beau- 
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champ ; ^' I had better do it at once ;" and he 
shortly detailed the plan Sybil had made 
known to him. 

Lord Singleton started from his seat with a 
glow of passion on his face, and exclaimed — 

" Mrs. Berkeley — impossible ! I will never 
aUowit!" 

" Are you acquainted with Mrs. Berkeley ?'' 
Mr. Beauchamp inquired, in some surprise at 
his vehemence. 

" Yes, yes — very well," he replied, shortly ; 
but having so said, he began to recollect him- 
self; and, after begging Mr. Beauchamp to 
sit down, and walking to the window to 
breathe a breath of cooling air, he said, 
quietly — "I beg your pardon, Mr. Beau- 
champ, for speaking so intemperately — I do 
know Mrs. Berkeley, and I do not like her. 
But my likings and dislikings are nothing, if 
she is a fit and proper person for Miss Moore 
to be with. I will consider about it. Tell 
me, is she anxious to go ?" 
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we are on the sabject, you must allow me to 
say how admirable your oonduct has been in 
this respect. A false step might have done 
her irreparable mischief^ making her an olgect 
of comment and idle gossip — but your beha- 
viour . . . 

'^ Have done, Mr. Beauchamp !" Lord Sin- 
gleton exclaimed, with an expression of intense 
pain on his countenance ; *^ I beg your par- 
don," he added, civilly, ^^ but such flattery is 
odious to me." 

^^ I beg your pardon," Mr. Beauchamp also 
meekly observed, " I meant no flattery. I 
will say no more." 

'^ Let the matter rest for a few hours if you 
please," Lord Smgleton said next. "I will 
consider of it before night." 

" Thank you. I need say no more to her 
till the evening. Will you be so good as to 
give your opinion on this letter," and they 
proceeded to business. 
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When Lord Singleton was left done, he 
tramped up and down the room, giving vent 
to his disturbance in expressions of varied 
kinds of emotion, now of anger, now of sor^ 
row. " Oh ! Sybil, Sybil,'* was his first mourn- 
ful exclamation, ^' was it needful to punish me 
thus — ^I would not have molested you,'* Then 
at the next turn stamping with anger — 
''Those Berkeleys! I would not trust them 
with a child's welfare — and hrs ! It must be 
prevented, but how?'* 

In his perplexity, he bethought him of ap- 
plying to Annette. Her influence over Sybil 
was great, the greater because it was intan- 
gible, never consciously exerted, save and ex- 
cept fi*om the constant desire that possessed 
her, to draw all that came within her sphere 
to love good and hate evil as she did. 

Annette might prevail by persuasion, where 
he had no longer power to command. If per- 
suasion failed, it would be something that 

VOL. n. G 
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Sybil's mind should be throughly warned and 
prepared to withstand the evils that might 
assail her. 



THE TOUNG LOBD. 83 



CHAPTER IV. 

** There is a grief that oannot feel, 
It leaves a wound that will not heal ;--" 
M7 heart grew odd, — ^it felt not then, — 
When shall it cease to feel again t" 

MOMTGOMSRT. 



Lord Sinqleton trusted to meet Annette in 
the coarse of the day, and to be able to draw 
her aside without observation; for this 
purpose, after luncheon, he walked towards 
Bamsley. On his way thither he met Mr. 
Homer, who mentioned to him that Mrs. 
Beauchamp, with Miss Moore and Miss Zo4, 
were at the school 

^' And hot Miss Beauchamp ? " 

No, he understood Miss Beauchamp had 
caught cold the day before. 

g2 
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" Then I am in luck," said Lord Singleton, 
'^for I was in search of her;" and wishing 
Mr. Homer good-bye, he walked rapidly on to 
the Cottage. 

In the dining-room he found Annette alone, 
according to his desire. He knocked at the 
window and asked if he might come in. The 
faint blush and bright smile of pleasure that 
always greeted him, greeted him now, as she 
threw the window up and admitted him. She 
saw care on his brow, and guessed he was 
coming to her for sympathy. Most persons 
have one duty, one office of affection or charity 
to which they spring more readily than to all 
beside. It was much to Annette to be made 
partaker of Lord Singleton's hopes and plea- 
sures ; but to be his consolie, that was the joy 
that had no name or bounds. 

" I suppose I must shut the window," he 
said, closing it carefiilly. " Horner teDs me 
you have got a cold." 

^^ Mamma says so," she said smiling, ^^ I 
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4on't know it, but I was obliged to sabmit to 
stay at borne.** 

. '' I am yerj ghd you did. My dear 
Annette, I wish very much to speak to yon, 
and I was on my way to Bamsley in hopes of 
finding you when I met Homer ; but this b 
much better. Are they likely to be home soon?** 

" No, I think not for an hour or two.** 

'' That is a comfort ; then I can speak at 
my ease. It is about this visit of Miss 
Moore's. You know, I sappose, that she 
wishes to go away?** 

'^ Yes. She told me she thought she ought 
to go ; I am sure she b sony to do it.** 

^' And why ought to go?** he inquired, 
anxiously. 

^^The Berkeleys have been yery kind to 
her, and write very kindly how, and it is 
an old engag^nent, and she seemed to think, 
too, that it was a pity to lose an opportunity 
of seemg so much — and perhaps it is.** 
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"What do you think of the Berkeleys, 
Annette?'' 

"I don't like them at all/' she replied 
laughing ; " but liiat is nothing. There is a 
class of people that I always dislike, but 
mamma does not like me to say so. I only 
judge of them by their letters and by what 
Sybil says. Very likely they are much nicer 
and better than I think." 

"No, they are not. I have a very bad 
opinion of the Berkeleys. I wish, Annette, 
you could persuade Miss Moore not to go." 

"I did try; but that, however, was oilly 
for our private pleasure, and I did not say as 
much as I wished, because mamma seemed to 
think it was selfish. I will certamly try again, 
if you wish it." 

" I do wish it. Is she very determined ?" 

" Yes, very. After I had said a very little, 
she begged me not to go on, as she had made 
up her mind to go, and it was painful to her 
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to have to refuse. Bat I can't understand 
yrhj she has made up her mind, for I am sure 
she is sorry to go— more than sorry. She 
hardly likes to speak of it at all" 

^^ Ton must try again, Annette, never mind 
giving her pain, it is for her good." 

^^You disapprove, then, of her going to 
these Berkeleys?" Annette inquired after a 
moment. ^^ May I say that — ^may I say that 
I speak, from your wish, or frodi your 
opinion.'' 

'^ Yes," he replied, in the restndned, hesi- 
tatmg way in which as yet he had conducted 
the conversationl 

^^ Can you give me some good reasons ?'' 
Annette asked. '^ Sybil knows I hate the 
Berkeleys, we have had many quarrels about 
it. But she knows also that I know nothing, 
so my opinion is not worth much." 

^^ I happen to know the Berkeleys very 
well,'' Lord Singleton replied. ^^ I made Mr. 
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Berkeley's acquaintance two or three years 
ago from our being interested in the same 
business — some canal business. He invited me 
to his house, and I went two or three times, 
and found it agreeable enough. There are 
always people worth meeting there. It is a 
kind of society that is very taking, and that 
I like better than most society, but that does 
not make it good. It is not good for any- 
body, but people who can take care of them- 
selves, or have nobody to take care of them, 
must run their chance. That is not the case 
with Miss Moore. I am grieved, indeed, to 
think of her going among such a set.'' 

}' And Mrs. Berkeley I am afraid is not a 
person likely to take care of Sybil, or to think 
of care of that kind. I should fancy not from 
her letters." 

" Mrs. Berkeley is the worst of the lot. I 
am not going to say a word against her cha- 
racter. I daresay she is a very well-behaved 
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woman as the world goes ; but she is what I 
call a dangerous woman. She lives on nothing 
but excitement ; so as she gets that, she does 
not care one straw who she admits into her 
house — ^man or woman, it is all the same ; 
character or no character, — ^no matter so that 
they are lively and clever. She herself is very 
pretty, not very young, I suppose, but very 
good^ooking, and well got up ; and she likes 
admiration of a pretty strong Idnd ; bat she is 
not ill-natured, and is well pleased to have 
others admired also. The pleasure and excite- 
ment of having a beauty to bring forward 
would quite make up to her for the loss of her 
own lovers. I beg your pardon, Annette, for 
the word, perhaps it is too strong ; but I wish 
you to see the sort of woman it is, that you 
may tell Miss Moore the impression a man has 
of the house ; and I am not at all singular in 
my opinion. K I had a sister, I would sooner 
make her a nun at once, than trust her in 



90 THE TOUKG LOBB. 

snch a thoughtless, nnpiincipled set ; and 
Miss Moore so young, so beautiftil — ^it makes 
me mad to think of it." 

''But, Lord Singleton/' Annette said, ear- 
nestly, " if this really is your impression of the 
house, I do not think you ought to allow Sybil 
to go. I know," she added, quickly, ^' that 
too much authority does not do for her, and is 
not, perhaps, right from you, but this seems to 
me a case for it. If you would not let your 
sister go, surely you should not let her." 
. " No, Annette, I should notj" he said, sadly ; 
'^ it is quite a case for authority, but mine is 
gone. I have lost the right to interfere." 

" But how ? not that money affair. You 
wrong Sybil, you really do, to think so much 
of it. If I can guess what she feels, by what 
I should feel myself, it would make me doubly 
wish to be guided by you." 

'^ It is not that," he said, sadly, again and 
then walked to the window and stood looking 
out. 
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A chill — a deadly chill — strack upon An- 
nette'H heart ; how, why, or whence it came, 
she knew not. She sat breathless and im* 
moveabley waiting for him to speak again. 

^^ Annette, can I trust you?*' he said, sud- 
denly returning, a deep flush on his cheek. 

She moved her lips in acquiescence.. It was 
all she could do. 

'^ It is for her sake — Sybifsy I do not wish it 
known — ^to save her from awkwardness and 
pain. Oh! Annette, Annette, I have done that 
which makes me mad to think upon. I have 
spoken to her words I had no right to speak ; 
I have told her how I loved, adored, her ; and 
what right have I now to act as a father 
would ? I was surely mad when I did it, and 
it was but just that she should scorn me as she 
did." He turned away again, threw open the 
window, and hung his body out. 

There are cUmates in which the sun goes 
down suddenly and while it is day. No twi- 
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light prepares the mind for the shadows of 
night. — So suddenly went down the sun of 
Annette's existence; one single moment re- 
vealing to her on what hope she lived, and 
that it was lost for ever. — ^' What a single word 
can do!" 

It was fortunate for her that Lord Singleton 
was so overwhelmed with his own reflections 
and feelings, that he had no time for observa- 
tion; her countenance must otherwise have 
betrayed her. The rapidly changing colour 
as he spoke, the sickness of her heart's terror 
painted on her cheek, and finally, the dead 
paleness of utter conviction and despau*. 

She sat for some minutes immoveable, just 
so conscious as to know she must not dare to 
move, lest her hidden soul should be revealed 
by signs beyond her power to control 

Struck at last by her silence. Lord Single- 
ton returned. He did not think he depended 
on her sympathy; but more is depended on 
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than any of us know in onr intercourse with 
each other; and the more sympathy, of help, 
or encouragement, or whatever kind it be that 
can be given, the better for us and for all. 

^' Ah, Annette," he said, ^' you condemn me. 
I knew you would — ^you must ; but it is not 
the less bitter." 

*'I do not, indeed," she said, forcing out 
the words ; but the first effort was made with 
pain and constraint. 

'^ Yes, but you do, Annette, and you must. 
I know very well there is no excuse ; — and yet 
— ^but you do not understand, you cannot, — 
how should you, — ^how such feelings do master 
one at times, and one feels they must be 
spoken. It seems as if the mere indulgence 
of speaking them was worth living and dying 
for. You cannot understand it, how should 
you?" 

" Yes, I do understand," she said, with (if 
he had understood it) an intense sympathy in 
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her tone; for she, too, felt at that moment 
that her heart must hreak beneath the agony 
of conceaknent. 

^' I do not say it in excuse,'* he continued, 
not heeding her, '%r what does one live for, but 
to overcome one's temptations. It is a very phun 
truth, — she never gave me cause to speak, and 
I never should have done it. I have vowed I 
would not day and night, month after month, 
and I was as confident I never should, as I 
suppose Eve was she should never disobey. — 
And there it is done, and I have grieved her ; 
and myself. ... Oh ! Annette, I have not dared 
yet to think about myself. You do not know 
how I have been building my life's happiness 
upon her. A long while I did not know it 
myself, but ever since that winter's day I have 
known it too well, and all I have done has been 
— oh! fool and madman — ^to please her, and 
shew her I could do my duty in spite of in- 
gratitude and disappointment. I meant to 
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win her at last, to force her to love me at last 
— ^never to give her up, but when the time 
came I was guardian no more, to take her, 
and cherish her, and guard her for ever and 
ever. And that's all over," and he dashed 
away to the window again, and hung himself 
out. 

A sound in his voice as of bitter tears in 
his heart or his eyes, gave Annette the courage 
she wanted. She* followed him, full of pity, to 
the window. 

" Must it be all over ?" she inquired. 

He looked round. 

"Don't come to the window, my dear 
Annette," he said, kindly, and suddenly closing 
it. " What a selfish brute I have been, and 

you look as pale as 1 never saw anything 

look so pale as you do to-day.'' 

She turned away in bitterness of spirit. She 
felt she could better have borne scorn and 
coldness than such words of kindness now. 
What was his kindness now ? 
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" Wluit did yoa ny ?^ he said, pursiniig her 
"all OTcr? Oh! yes— fe crer. Oh! An- 
nettey fihe aoorned me as if I was the scorn of 
the earth, and so I am'; she is perfectly right ; 
shecamiotsoMiimeasIsoommysdl Yes, yes 
— aUoTer! InerershanoflEendheranymoiie; 
that she may depend npon. But don't let ns 
talk of this; what can it matter? Ahondied 
yean hence, who will care what h^pened to- 
day? My dear Annette, yoalook ready to cry. 
You are yery kind, hat don't think about me 
any more. I tell yon, for myself I don't care — 
I shall soon get over all that: it's what I have 
done that maddens me/' 

'^ I see nothing so very strange," Annette 
said, tremulously — "you loved her — so did 
we all — ^who could help it ?" 

^' It's not the loye,"he s^d, with vehemence. 
"I tell you I cherished that — lived upon it 
It is the shame of having told }ier, when it 
was my duty to watch over her and guard her 
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from such things — it is the shame of feeling I 
drive her from her rest and refrige into the bad 
world. Of course it is from me she is flying — 
I see that pretty plain. I forced myself here 
yesterday, that she might see how calm and 
strong I could be ; but she cannot trust me — 
how should she ? I am sure I find it hard to 
trust myself now." 

^^ I will do all I can to persuade her/' An- 
nette said, after a moment's silence on both 
sides. ^' But may I speak as if I knew all ? 
I should say better things if I did." 

" I leave it to you, my dear Annette — I 
trust you much more than myself now. I 
put it all in your hands ; and I thank you a 
thousand times for listening so patiently to all 
my ravings and confessions. You are too 
good to me — ^that is the only thing. I think 
I hear voices, and I don't feel up to a meeting 
just now ; so good-bye, and thank you." 

He shook her hand with great warmth as he 

VOL. II. H 
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passed, and then hurriedly left the room by 
the other side. 

And Annette, too, rushed away — ^flew to 
her room, bolted her door, and threw herself 
on her bed« His trust and confidence — ^there 
might come a time when it would comfort her, 
but now it was an added bitterness* It felt to 
her aching heart like a mockery. All this 
long while, when she had felt herself so need- 
ful to him — ^when her very, life-blood had beat 
only as for him — she had been nothing. The 
future she felt a power to bear, but for the 
past ! — ^to be discarded thence ! — ^her feelings 
were much like Othello's. 

" Patience, tbou yoiing and rose-lipped cbembini, 
There look grim a9 hell," 

The body is a helpmeet to the mind ; quickly 
shares its sorrows, and, by sharing, soothes 
them; whether by acute pain, or by exhaustion, 
or by a faintness as of death, withdrawing the 
mind from pangs that are acuter than any 
pains the body gives. 
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CHAPTER V. 

** And for a cloak, what is there that can be 
So difficult to pierce as gaiety ? 
Too dazzling to be scorned, the haughty brow 
Seems to hide something it would not avow. 
But rainbow words, light laugh, and thoughtless jest, 
These are the bars, the curtain to the breast." 

L. E. L. 



Fbom childhood upwards, nothmg is more 
strange than to watch the power of human 
nature in concealing mental pain. A child 
carries about its feelings in silence^ though 
wounded perhaps with a violence which, com- 
paratively speaking, nothing in after life can 
equal ; and would rather bear on, would even 

h2 
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rather die, child as it is, than reveal the pain 
that devours it. The dread of a rude touch, or 
a cold word, of pity contemptuously expressed, 
or pity expressed without tact — ^these things 
drive the human spirit to solitude, and make it 
strong to suffer and he still. The pains of 
unappreciated affection, not of one class only, 
are those that most shrink from light and 
comfort, though they perhaps, except of 
one class, might hy light and comfort be the 
soonest healed; and perhaps even that ex- 
ception ought not to be made, if it were not 
that other feelings of human nature seem to 
bid them live and die, like violets veiled in 
their leaves, the more sweet and precious 
from the shadows amid which they grow. 

Be this power of concealment however to be 
commended, or not, it is one of the strong quali- 
ties of human nature; and they are weak indeed 
who do not, in some degree, share in its strength. 
Often abused, often causing added misery, it 
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yet is in itself discipline to the soul, not only 
as practising it in fortitude, and purifying it 
by suffering, but fiir more by sending it forth 
in its weakness to seek a strength beyond 
human strength, and to incline it to hear a 
Voice of sympathy, which, if a buzz of many 
voices consoled, would be but faintly heard, if 
heard at all. 

Annette*s colds were often severe ones, and 
not unfrequently accompanied by headache. 
Mrs. Beauchamp was not, therefore, much 
surprised when, in going in search of her 
daughter an hour afterwards, she found the 
room darkened and Annette on her bed. She 
gave her a composing draught, which she was 
in the habit of taking on such occasions, and 
left her to rest. An hour or two later, 
Annette came down, pale indeed, and evidently 
suffering, but pronouncing herself well, and 
taking her usual place and post in the occu- 
pations of the fiunily. Her body had helped 
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her mind, and by its faintness and weariness 
had dulled) for the present, the sense of a 
misery that was consuming her; while the 
intense desire to perform her task well, gave 
to the day a kind of excitement which sup* 
ported her. 

When Sybil rose to go to her own room 
Annette followed her. 

" May I come in ?" she asked, " I want to 
talk to you." 

"What about, Annette?" she said, turning 
suddenly round and looking at her. 

" I will tell you that presently," she replied, 
slightly smiling ; ^^ I have several things I wish 
to say." 

" Do you want to persuade me not to go, 
Annette, because if you do, I must tell you at 
once that it will be in vain. I have made up 
my mind." 

*^ Yes, it is about that ; but, dear Sybil, do 
let me speak." 
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Sybil threw off her bonnet and sat down ; as 
she did so, she said, ^^ If you only knew half 
how sorry I am to go, Annette, you would 
leave me alone. I have made up my mind to 
go because I think it best, and having made 
up my mind, I shall hold to it — but the regret 
I feel is so great that I am ready to call 
myself a fool for it ; only that perhaps it is not 
foolish to feel love for goodness, and gratitude 
for kindness. Don't answer me, Annette,'* she 
added quickly, " for I shall cry if you do, and 
that is not a thing I like." 

"Why do you think you ought to go, 
Sybil?" Annette gravely asked. 

" I think it best," she said shortly, " the 
Berkeleys were very kind to me." 

"Is that your only reason? Is that the 
real reason ? If Mrs. Berkeley had written 
last week should you have gone?" 

Sybil coloured deeply, and said, " My 
dear Annette you have taken upon yourself to 
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be yerj inqnisitiTe into my ddngs and motiyes. 
I have maay reasons. I give one of them, and 
one is enongh." 

'^ I think yonr reason is,'' Annette said, 
pressng her hands tightly together that she 
mi^t speak the words calmly, '' that yon may 
get away from Lord Sin^eton — and, oh ! Sybil, 
is that kind?" 

''My dear Annette!"' Sybil exdaimed 
again, in great surprise, ''what can yon 
mean?" 

" He has been here this afternoon, and, oh ! 
Sybil, so nnhappy. He disi^proves of these 
Berkeleys, and he seems to have good reasons 
for it; they cannot be nice people, nor Mrs. 
Berkeley a woman yon conid tnist or like; 
and he feels that you are roshing to them to 
fly from him. Don't be angry, Sybil, but he 
told me everything, and will yon let me tell 
you what / think ? He may have given yon 
ofience often, and perhaps jost offence; all 
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people make mistakes ; bat if he has, it has 
been out of his love and care for you ; and 
should you feel anger for that care ? is it a 
thing to cast away and waste ? I don't speak 
of his love of another kind, that I know cannot 
be helped ; it is not our will that makes that ; 
but when you know how you have pained him on 
that account, is it a moment to add unkindness 
and contempt, and to throw back all his care in 
his face, and say you will not let him care for 
you ? If I were you I should feel, on the con- 
trary, that I would do all in the world to comfort 
him, and to show how I trusted him again." 

" My dear Annette, how excited you are," 
Sybil said, looking earnestly at her, '^ how you 
speak!" 

" I know I do speak seriously," Annette 
replied, with great effort, a blush she could 
not control overspreading her face, ^^ but it is 
because I think it a serious thing. Serious for 
you to run into a life of temptation, and serious, 
very serious, as you well know to him.'' 
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Sybil looked at her with a keen, grave 
glance, then walked to the window, and stood 
there for a time that seemed endless to the 
expecting Annette. When she turned back, 
her face was still extremely grave. " T have 
made up my mind, Annette," she said, ^'I 
wiU go." 

"Oh I Sybil," she cried, imploringly, "I 
hoped I had touched yon. I hoped I had 
made you sorry to grieve him so much.*' 

" You did, Annette, and that is what I have 
been thinking about. I have been considering 
a great many things, and, upon the whole, I 
think it best I should go, best for him, best for 
me, and best " 

She paused and hesitated. 

Annette felt as if she knew what was 
coming ; a sudden dread seized her, and she 
rose up hastily. The movement, however, 
gave her power, and she said gravely — 

" I think, Sybil, you have decided wrongly. 
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It never can be best to act against warning 
and against kindness, unless there is a higher 
daty to fulfil There is none here ; but I can 
say no more than I have done. Think about 
it, and, perhaps, you will repent." 

" No, Annette, my mind is made up." 

And without more words the conference 
came to an end. 

The dread, the terror that Sybil had pierced 
the secrets of her soul, gave Annette a 
strength she could not otherwise have had. 
She had felt that afternoon that nothing ever 
again could draw a smile from her lips ; the 
inward fount of joy seemed at one touch to be 
withered and dried. Yet a few hours after- 
wards she was laughing with more than her 
usual gaiety ; but there are many fountains of 
smiles and laughter, and the unsuspicious can- 
not always detect the spring from which they 
come. 

While Annette laughed, Sybil sat impene- 
trably grave. 
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"I do not understand why Miss Moore 
leaves us/' observed Mr. Beauchamp, to his 
wife. " She is in very poor spirits to-day." 

'^ That which is pleasant in the end is often 
painful in the beginning/' observed Mrs. 
Beauchamp, whose thoughts seemed naturally 
to fall into axioms ; ^^ and a change naturally 
produces thought, especially in one of Miss 
Moore's character." 

"Possibly/' he said, and relieved himself 
from further consideration. 

When Annette went up to bed she asked 
her mother's leave to write a note to Lord 
Singleton. The question was asked with 
involuntary sadness, for she suddenly felt how 
vain had been all her mother's rules and 
cares. But Mrs. Beauchamp was neither sus- 
picious nor observant, and the sadness was 
unremarked. She made her usual opposition 
and her usual concession, disapproved, but on 
such ah occasion felt justified in consenting. 
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The tears and thoughts that letter cost it 
would be hard to tell. Words suddenly ap- 
peared to be endued with so full a meaning, 
that Annette scarcely dared to write^ lest she 
should be her own betrayer. When the note 
was written it was this — 

"Dear Lord Singleton, 

" I write to-night to save yotf from sus- 
pense/' (She might have added, to save 
myself the agony of another meeting.) " I am 
sorry to tell you that I have failed to do what 
you wished. Sybil tiras very kind, but is re- 
solved for many reasons to go, and I think it 
is useless to urge her more. You have done 
what you could, that is, one comfort, and 
another is, that she is now too good for any 
bad influences to taint or injure her. Perhaps, 
absence will but turn her heart more kindly 
towards us all. I wish I had been able to 
fulfil your wishes better. 

" Yours affectionately, 
** Annette Beauchamp." 
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In the course of the following morning, to 
Annette's sorprise, and to Sybil's no less so. 
Lord Singleton suddenly entered the drawing- 
room, tapping at the door with — " May I come 
in?'' like his old self. A heightened colour, 
a slight hurry of voice, betrayed to the con- 
scious the effort he was making, but he was 
too resolved and determined in his mood for 
any unconscious observer to discover agi- 
tation. 

He shook hands with all, and then, to herasto- 
nishment, composedly sealted himself by SybiL 
^^ I am going away for a few days," he said ; 
^^and, as I find that you are determined to 
leave us, I came this morning to wish you 
good-bye and a pleasant journey. I hope 
you will enjoy yourself." 

Sybil was as nearly awkward in her 
thanks as she (graceful and self-possessed as 
were her manners), was able to be; — ^many 
strange varied feelings agitated her. 

^^ Scotland is your destination, is it not ?" 
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he enquired, as if anxious to make aU easy 
and comfortable between them. 

She acquiesced; and then, ashamed to be 
less at her ease than he was, exerted herself 
to make an answering enquiry — ^'Had he 
ever been in Scotland ?" 

^^ Lord Singleton has been a great traveller/' 
observed Mrs. Beauchamp. 

^^ Yes, indeed, I have. I have been almost 
over the world; but, for my part, I never 
went anywhere where my chief wish was not 
to be at home again." 

^' Yet intelligent curiosity has merit. Lord 
Singleton." 

^^ Yes, of course, Mrs. Beauchamp. Don't 
suppose I was boasting of my want of interest. 
Intelligent curiosity is much to be commended, 
and I will not damp Miss Moore's expectations. 
I hope she will have much pleasure." 

As he spoke he rose up, and said he had 
only looked in for an instant. Then, turning 
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from the rest of the party, be held out his 
hand to SybO, to wish her good-bye — as he 
did so, mnrmiiring low, '' Forgive me, before 
you go, for the pain I have caused you." 

He scarcely waited to see the result of his 
words, yet did see a grave, subdued, softened 
glance raised, for one instant, to his ; and, in 
that softened instant, she looked so lovely to 
his eyes, that he turned away with an aching 
heart. 

Another eye saw Sybil's face, and with a 
heart as aching as his own. From the mo- 
ment of his entrance, Annette's eyes had been 
watching them with a kind of fascinated con- 
templation, and now only averted them when 
the ftdl assurance was given her, by her own 
senses, of what before she knew full well. 

From her painful abstraction she was 
roused by Lord Singleton's cheerful "Good 
bye," and, looking up, received from him, 
together with a nod and a smile, a little note, 
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dropped into her work-basket. It was but 
this: — 

*^ Mt dear Annette, — ^A thousand thanks 
You did all you could, and no one could have 
done it better. It is best as it is. 

" Ever yours affectionately^ 

A dead silence followed his departure. Sybil 
resumed her book, and read intently. Annette 
plunged at once into painful and absorbing 
thought. She supposed the tune would come 
when she should feel his kindness less acutely, 
but now it seemed more wounding than all 
besides — ^that kindness which had so won, so 
blmded, so humbled her. 

It was Zo^ who made some comments on 
what had passed. 

" Mamma, Lord Smgleton goes away much 
oftener than he used to do.'' 

" He is less settled, certainly ; but we have 

VOL. II. I 
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no business with his moYements^ Zo^" was 
her mother's reply. 

^'No, mamma, of course; I only make a 
remark." 

A pause. 

^^ Mamma, what does 'in love' mean?" 

" Nothing you have any business with^ 
Zo^," said Mrs. Beauchamp, hastily. 

" No, mamma, of course — only I heard 
Priscilla say, last night, that she had heard 
Biddulph tell Mrs. Dawson that he was sore 
Lord Singleton was in love." 

Mrs. Beauchamp looked up quickly, and was 
struck with admiration at seeing the quiet and 
attentive faces of her daughter and Sybil — 
both too much .occupied with their employ- 
ments to attend to Zo6's communication. She 
only replied — "Much nonsense is talked in 
this world, Zoe, — you must learn not to listen 
to it." 
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CHAPTEB VI. 

^ God release our dying siBter, 
Beauteous blight hath sadly kissed her ; 
Whiter than the wild white roses, 
Famine in her face discloses — 
Mute submission, patience holy. 
Passing fair, but passing slowly." 

Ebenezeb Elliott. 



The day after Sybil's departure, Annette was 
seized with a violent fit of coughing, and 
broke a bloodvessel. For an hour <ir two, 
terror Allied the hearts of her parents ; but 
the arrival of Mr. Willis, the apothecary, 
quieted their fears — quieted them at first, and 
soon altogether relieved them. The blood- 
vessel was in no dangerous part ; Miss Beau- 

I 2 
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champ was apparentlj in a good state of 
health ; some oyer exertjpn most have brought 
on the attack, and a short time would^ he 
hoped) restore her. Meantime, profound quiet 
was ordered, and enforced. Annette remained 
on a sofa in her own room. 

To the order thus given, and strictly acted 
upon, Mrs. Beauchamp had expected some 
opposition on the part of her daughter ; but 
none was made. Hour after honr^ and daj 
after day, Annette remained on her couch, 
pale, quiet, unoccupied ; making no complaint, 
seeking no amusement, suggesting no change ; 
grateful for the attentions shown her, smiling 
her thanks while silence was imposed, speaking 
them when permitted to speak ; but seemingly 
rather submitting to, than desiring them. It 
was rather the exhausted patience of a long 
sufferer, than the struggling submission of one 
accustomed to health and movement. 

After two weeks, Mr. Beauchamp felt 
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annoyed at this exhaustion, and, representing 
his fears forcibly to Mr. Willis, added an 
expression of anxiety to call in farther advice. 
Bat his opinion was the same as before. The 
exhaustion was the consequence of some over 
exertion, and it required time to re-animate 
her frame. There was no disease. Patience 
was all that was required ; and again all fears 
were lulled to sleep. 

Lord Singleton was constant in his inquiries. 
He submitted at first to the natural restriction, 
which excluded him firom the number of An- 
nette's visitors; but, after a fortnight had 
passed, he became weary of this exclusion, 
and one day very earnestly begged to be 
allowed to see her. "You may trust me, 
Mrs. Beauchamp— I will be as quiet as any 
lamb,'' he said. '^ I dare say a new face will 
do her good. People so soon get sluggish 
and indolent when they are ill. Pray let me 
go in." 
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Mrs. Beaachamp, notwithstanding all her 
pradence, was for once entirely on his side of 
the question; she longed for anything that 
would animate Annette into pleasure. She 
would not have asked it^ but since he proposed 
the visit, she went up to her daughter's room, 
to mention the request, and give the desired 
permission ; nothing doubting that it would be 
accepted with joy. 

" I have brought a request from Lord Sin- 
gleton, Annette,'' she said, ^* which I hope will 
gratify you. He is extremely anxious to see 
you, and I have given my consent. We will 
wheel your sofa into my dressing-room, and 1 
think the visit will do you good." 

But to her mother's disappointment, An- 
nette refused the preferred pleasure ; she spoke 
with the same gentle gratitude that had charac- 
terized her manner during her illness, but with 
an assurance that she was unequal to the effort, 
so earnest and determined, that Mrs. Beau- 
champ dared not press the point further. 
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She retamed with her lefusal to Lord Sin- 
gleton. He seemed disappointed, and even 
hurt, but there was nothing for it but acqui- 
escence. He only begged that the very first 
moment Annette did seem equal to see him, he 
might be sent for. 

When Mrs. Beauchamp told her husband of 
Annette's refusal, he expressed a disappoint- 
ment equal to her own ; but chiefly, as it ap- 
peared, on Lord Singleton's account. ^'He looks 
Tory ill, to my eyes,'' he observed, ^* and is in 
Y&ry poor s^nrits. It always does him good to 
see Annette, and I am truly sorry he should 
not be allowed to do so ; at the same time, 
Annette is always ready enough, so I am sure 
it must be because she really does feel un- 
equal." He looked grave again, as he added 
this, but in the face of positive assurance to 
the contrary, it was not in nature for an easy 
and sanguine mind to be long fearful. 

And Annette, meanwhile, as she lay thus 
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calm and still before them; — ^what was her his- 
tory ? Not " a blank,'" far, far otherwise. In 
her mind was taking place the most severe 
struggle that human nature knows, the soul 
endeavouring to sever itself, in submLssdon to 
Grod's decree, from its idol — ^whatever that idol, 
be it love or ambition, wife or child, friend or 
guide, faith or country, may be. — ^From the 
first moment of her illness, she had looked with 
clear eyes to the end. She had seen death, 
had felt death ; but that consciousness did not 
bring to her the relief it brings to many a 
broken heart. In life her idol was, and to life 
her heart tenaciously clung. Nor was this all. 
With the natural solemnity of a religious mind, 
she had, in the face of death, examined into her 
fitness for it ; and in her mind she found past, 
present, future, but one idol, and that not in 
Heaven, but on earth. She looked back, and 
saw for the source and motive of every action. 
Lord Singleton. Through every year of her 
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mature life, her mind had been fastened on 
him. She had seen with his eyes, thought 
with his thoughts, for him were her labours, in 
him was her pleasure, and now he stood be- 
tween her and Heaven, and Heaven was not 
Heaven, because he was not there. This is 
idolatry. It may reign long and be undis- 
covered, but when the sight comes, it is an 
appalling sight. 

Good idols. It is a thought but little dwelt 
upon. Preachers preach, and do not reach it. 
They preach against folly and vice; the dan- 
gers of riches, and the dangers of poverty; 
against the lust of the flesh, and the lust of the 
eyes, and the pride of life ; but against good 
idols but few words are said ; and yet there 
are a class of mmds who by good idols alone can 
fall. The passionate love of doing good to the 
body and the soul ; of ordering a home and 
household, and young children, in virtue and 
godliness ; the passionate admiration of good 
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character ; the unselfish devotion to one hu- 
man being's good ; the clinging of the soal to 
a holy guide ; — ^Uiese are the chief of good idols, 
and by these many souls, not for ever, we trust, 
but saved as brands from the burning, have 
fallen. 

It seems a strange thing that there can be 
excess in the love of good. ^^Make Thou 
Thy servant to delight in that which is good,'' 
is the most perfect prayer to be taught the 
young, or to be repeated in age ; and yet the 
fact remains the same. The good may become 
an idol; and then how is the fine gold dimmed; 
from that moment corruption enters in ; the 
good begins to decay, and it can be through 
suflfering only that its proper lustre is renewed. 
For this, perhaps, the disappointments, the in- 
consistencies, the infirmities and wanderings, 
that meet the eye on every side ; till in very 
weariness, as George Herbert says, the heart 
is " tossed to rest " in Heaven. 
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Day by day, in Annette's silent sooli did 
this straggle proceed. Either for life or for 
death the command had gone forth, which 
separated her from him in whom her heart had 
been bound np; but he reigned within that heart 
as tenaciously as before. So entwined was he 
with the strings of her life, that she scarcely 
oould conceive of a state of existence without 
hinu The evil terrified her ; she shrank from 
death under a sense of her unworthiness ; but 
the evil which she owned and mourned dung 
to her still. 

It is in such kinds of mental suffering that 
many have longed for the relief the ordinance 
of confession in the Church of Rome presents ; 
and undoubtedly there are cases in which 
nothing but confession and help can, humanly 
speaking, bring relief; and if it be so, to what* 
soever Church the sufferer may belong, no 
dread, or fear, or shame should prevent the 
relief being sought. Tet, if the soul be strong 
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enough, it is more healthful, more invigorat- 
ing, more truly regenerating, to endure, to 
fight, to conquer alone, than to' seek any 
earthly relief. The Mediator between God 
and man was human in infirmities like ours, 
but divine in strength. This tells us that 
nothing but divine strength can, in the end^ 
support the soul ; and the deeper this truth is 
felt and understood, the sooner comes salva- 
tion. To all who sincerely seek it, peace will 
come at last ; but, though the conflict may be 
more severe, the peace is surer and more per- 
fect, if it be won from Him alone who alone 
can fully grant it. 

Annette did not argue thus, but, from natu- 
ral impulse — from the natural shrinkings that 
belonged to the features of her struggle — 
struggled on alone. To her mother she dared 
not confess; the very cares her mother had 
taken made it impossible ; to her father, ten- 
der and pitifiil, she might, yet, for her 
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mother s sake, could not, even had he sought 
to find a mental cause for her bodily dis^ 
ease. To Mr, Homer it would have been an 
undreamed of thing; and yet, perhaps, so poor is 
our power of judging of our fellow creatures, he 
might have helped her where she needed it most. 
Alone, therefore, she suffered and struggled, 
and through her struggles faded day by day. 

A fortnight after this time, the church so 
much thought of, so much talked of, and which 
had been lately finished, was consecrated. The 
depression of Lord Singleton's spirits, which 
Mr. Beauchamp had noticed, had been, before 
this time, noticed by many others, but never 
so generally noticed as on this day. 

This day saw accomplished, and most satis- 
factorily accomplished, a great work. The 
church had, of course, exceeded by far its 
original estimate, but it was finished ac- 
cording to Lord Singleton's taste, with perfect 
simplicity — a solemn and beautiful simplicity. 
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There was no disappointment in the per- 
formance of his intentions. A young dergy- 
man, one of a thousand, had been found ; one 
who united to Mr. Homer's amiableness and 
integrity, a wise mind and sound judgment. 
All promised well, all looked smilingly for the 
future prospects of Botherham. A year be- 
fore, this day of consecration would have been 
to Lord Singleton a day of excessive excite- 
ment. But it was not so now. Even the de- 
gree of interest he showed, seemed to have 
more of effort in it than of g^iuine feeling. 
He was grave and quiet, and it was remarked 
by many, that during the whole service he 
stood with his hands over his eyes. 

This attitude was commented on, and 
gave rise to various conjectures. It was uni- 
versally decided by the wise gossips, who 
talked over the subject, that some kind of feel- 
ing overcame him, but what that feeling was, 
was a subject on which a decision was less 
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easily made. It is needless to repeat the sup- 
positions thrown oat. All conjectures were 
equally in the wrong. 

A day or two after the consedration^ Lord 
Singleton again disappeared from his house — 
without his valet, and altogether in as myste- 
rious a manner as on the occasion of his visit 
to Dublin. Biddulph, who had his own con- 
victions, privately told Mrs. Dawson, and others 
that my lord was gone to Scotland — ^but was 
forced to own his mistake when, the morning 
after his departure. Lord Singleton wrote from 
Birmingham, to order his horses to meet him at 
an appointed place the very next evening. 

He was returning home that evening in 
deep thought, when, close to Bamsley, he met 
Mr. Willis, the apothecary.-^He pulled up his 
horse to inquire after Annette Beauchamp. 
Mr. Willis shook his head in somie perplexity. 

" I don't know what to say, my lord. As 
far as I can see, there is no disease, — so I have 
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said from the first, and I know I am right 
when I say it ; bat she does not rally as I ex- 
pected she would. I have just been advising 
Mr. Beauchamp to take another opinion. He 
agrees, of coarse, and we have sent for Dr. 
Boper. He is to come this evening." 

"We mast see what he says, I suppose,*' 
observed Lord Singleton, " but do you tUnk^ 
Mr. Willis, it could do her any possible harm 
to see me? I think it would do her good. I 
think they bottle her up too close." 

" Indeed, my lord, I think the same, and I 
know I am right when I say it. She is suf- 
fering from exhaustion only, as far as I can 
tell — an exhaustion much more of the nerves 
and spirits than of the vital powers. She re- 
quires change and amusement. We must, of 
course, be guided by Dr. Koper ; but, in my 
opinion, a stimulus is what is required, and I 
know I am right when I say it." 

The opinion of Dr. Koper agreed in every 
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point with that of Mr. Willis, and proved how 
right he was when he said it. After the strict- 
est examination, Annette^s lungs were pro- 
nounced to be free from disease, and though 
be admitted a tendency to disease, he gave it 
as bis decided opinion, that an early recovery 
might be anticipated. Care and quiet were 
naturally recommended; but there was a 
recommendation, almost equally strong, in 
favour of change and distraction of mind. 
The patient was not to be forced, but was to 
be enticed, into exertion and amusement. 

When Lord Singleton heard the opinion that 
had been expressed, he thought of Sybil, and 
of the advantages her presence would give. 
Mrs. Beauchamp was dry and dull — no exer- 
tion on her part could make her otherwise. 
Sybil, on the contrary, from the versatility of 
her powers, was the very person to enliven a 
sick room. He pondered deeply on the ques- 
tion, and at length decided on the course to be 
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pursued. He had driven her away — ^he would 
bring her back 

Before, however, he acted on his decision, 
he determined he would see Annette, and 
judge for himself, as to her wishes and 
feelings. 

For the fourth time he sent up his earnest 
appeal, to be allowed to visit her. 

Mrs. Beauchamp was as anxious as himself 
that Annette should make the effort. But she 
would again have failed in her desire, if Mr. 
Beauchamp had not happened to be present 
when the message was delivered. 

He enforced the request by these few 
words— " I wish you would, Annette ; Willis 
says, it will do you good, and I am sure it will 
do him good. You cannot think how low and 
spiritless he is grown." 

Violent had been the self-denial which had 
shut him out from the sight of her lon^ng 
eyes, but it had been the dutiful promptings 
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of a spirit as conscientious to conquer, as to 
own the iU. She was not one, however, to 
think of self, not even the salvation of her own 
soul, when another's good was placed before 
her. When the request was enforced in that 
form, she was resolute no more. Permission 
was given, and an appointment made for the 
following day. 

Lord Singleton arrived with the punctuality 
of eagerness. He hung upon Annette's sym- 
pathy far more than he was at all aware of. 
In the present depression of his spirits he had 
become conscious of a need that never had 
struck him in the days of his self-complacency. 
The need of friends. Too full of his own pur- 
poses and plans hitherto to need friends, he 
had sought but little to make them ; happy in 
himself^ he had asked no help or sympathy 
from others ; but in his depression, the solitude 
of his soul became to him a conscious thing. 
The large house in which he had lived, filling 
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it with his dreams and aspirationS| seemed 
desolate now that he aspired no more. Such 
being his present state of feeling, he thought 
even with longing of his early friend and con- 
stant companion, and with something of 
nervous eagerness, hastened to his appointment. 

Annette had been wheeled into her mother's 
dressing-room, and the gay sunlight fell upon 
her face. 

"Are you ill, Annette, do you feel equal 
to this visit ? " asked her mother anxiously, 
struck by her deadly paleness, as she arranged 
her couch and prepared to leave her. 

Annette smiled, and re-assured her mother, 
and Lord Singleton was admitted; but a day and 
night of struggle to prepare herself had done 
more than its due share of work on her wasted 
frame ; and when Lord Singleton looked in her 
face, he read with a shock of feeling, he 
scarcely could conceal that death was there. 

In silence he pressed her hand, and in 
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silence sat down. The silence gave Annette 
time to still her flattering pulses, and when he 
spoke she had surmounted the agitation, which 
for a moment seemed about to break her heart 
at once and for ever. 

" Tou have been very unkind to me, An- 
nette/' he said at last, looking sadly at her, 
feeling that he had been deprived of a pleasure 
that was fading fast away. 

" I did not mean to be unkind," she replied, 
with a faint smile and a flitting colour. 

" Tou did not mean it, but you were unkind. 
Why was I to be shut out?" 

" I have tried to shut out all the earth," she 
said, with something of solemnity, after a mo- 
ment's silence, '^ I must leave it, and I have 
much to do to be content." 

" Leave it, Annette ! " he exclaimed, with 
more of sadness than surprise, in his tone, so 
fully had the conviction of her approaching 
fate impressed his mind. 
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^' I mean, that I know I must die, and T am 
not fit. I have tried to close my eyes to this 
worid; but it has been a hard task, and is 
so stai/' 

"Why do you think so ill of yourself? 
WiUis does not.'' 

" I have warnings/' she said, with a slight 
smile. "But I have said so to no one but 
yon. I dare not tell them yet. Tou must 
not repeat what I say.'* 

" Feelings are often mistaken, Annette, 
God grant yours may be." 

He sat looking at her with a sadness and 
affection, that was at once comfort to her and 
agony. At last he said, 

" I know it is selfish for me to speak, or 
think of myself, but, my dear Annette, if what 
you say is true, what is to become of me ? I 
have no friend but you. I shall be left very 
desolate." And tears, which she saw and felt, 
sprang into his eyes. 
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** I wish you better things than my friend- 
ship/' she said tremulously, " It is not for 
you to speak so despondingly ; all will come 
right in time." 

" In what respect," he asked, with a flush 
upon his cheek. " No, no," without waiting 
for an answer, ^^ not what you mean. That is 
a thing past and gone. And don't think, 
Annette, that I am such an unmanly fool as to 
make myself out a victim, because of that one 
disappointment. If one trusts what books say, 
most people suffer that, few find love where 
they most wish for it. Why should I be 
luckier than the rest of the world. It is not 
that. But to be sure, how the world is 
changed since this time last year." 

He put his hand on his stick and leant his 
head upon it, in a profound reverie. Annette's 
presence was bringing out, as usual, all his 
thoughts and cares, and forgetful of present 
circumstances, he was yielding to the relief of 
pouring them out. 
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She did not disturb bim by inquiries, but 
lay with her earnest eyes fixed in sympathy 
upon him. 

"They say 'everything is for good/ An- 
nette/' he said at last, '* ' and all trials are to 
do good.' If I never had fully believed this be- 
fore, I should believe it now, for I see it in 
myself. Old Dawson told me once, when I 
was a boy, that I was * awful proud,' and so I 
was, and am. To be sure, Annette, how proud 
I have been." And he fell anew into a 
reverie. 

" The fact is, Annette," he began again, " I 
believe I thought I could not do wrong. 
Everything I did always prospered. All I 
wished for came. In my presumption, I 
believe 1 thought a peculiar blessing of God 
rested upon me for my good works and wishes. 
I thought myself, in my way, a kind of apostle. 
I have seen pretty well now, that that was a 
fallacy. I shall not forget last winter in a 
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burry. Not that last winter brought me any 
good knowledge. I thought I was all right 
and they were all wrong; but now I begin to 
see that I am not so perfect a paragon of wis* 
dom as I thought I was. Oh ! Annette, it is a 
bitter thing to find oneself out to be nothing 
but worthless dust after all. Not a bit wiser, 
not a bit stronger, not a bit better, than the 
commonest labourer about me. They do what 
they wish when temptation comes, and so do 
L I am almost ashamed to say a word to 
any one now. I feel as if they could read my 
heart, they could say, ' mind yourself,' — and 
they would be right.'' 

" No they would not !" Annette cried, the 
words bursting fi*om her with vehemence; 
^' they would rather feel what must that heart 
be, which for one weakness can be so weighed 
down with self-reproach." 

" One weakness, my dear Annette, how very 
much you mistake. I mean that my whole . 
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life has been nothing whatever but sham good- 
ness. *Don't you know how one low motive 
poisons everything. If you had never done 
any one thing in your whole life to please 
God, should you not be terrified at your- 
self?" 

" Yes, yes," she said, with trembling eye- 
lids, and a rush of colour to her face. 

" That's my case, not one thing can I find 
that I did not do to please myself, and because 
I thought it the place of myself to do it. Not 
one — not one,'' and he struck his stick against 
the ground. " So there's a wasted life. That's 
what I call a life of sham, and oh ! Annette, 
it has been a bitter thing to find it out." 

" It must," she said, with a fullness of sym- 
pathy that almost startled him ; ^^ but it is a 
blessing to be allowed to find it out while 
there is time. The past is past, but you have 
a future before you." 

"Yes," he replied, musingly, "you are 
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right, and a bard fature too* I have been 
proud in my prosperity, I must try not to be 
proud in adversity. One is as hard as the 
other/' 

" Adversity/' Annette said, anxiously, " why 
adversity ? will not your life be happy again ? 
You must not let one cloud hide all the sun^ 
shine ; — ^you have still the same power to do 
good. That made you happy once, will it not 
again?'' 

^Terhaps, some day, my pleasure is gone just 
now ; but that is a fault, not a trouble ; but, 
Annette, I spoke very true words when I said 
adversity. If all I fear comes to pass, I have 
a very hard future before me." He paused 
and looked into her eyes, fixed upon him, 
large and dilated as with the approach of 
death. ^^I had not meant to torment you 
with my troubles to-day," he resumed, " but, 
dear Annette, if what you say of yourself is 
true, I must tell you while I can, and have 
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your comfort whUe I can, and good and holy 
lessons from you to support me. What do 
you think, Annette, of being blind ? Is not 
that adversity ?" 

" Blind !" she cried, almost with a shriek. 

" Now, Annette, be still, or I cannot talk to 
you, you must not agitate yourself, and there 
is no need. T can face the thought, and so 
must you." 

** I will be still," she said, with trembling 
eagerness, " but tell me." 

" I only knew my danger for certain two 
days ago, but I had fears before. All this 
summer I have had smarting pains in my 
eyes. At one time they were very bad, but 
there were reasons for that, t don't mind 
telling you, Annette, what a fool 1 was in my 
first disappointment. I cried with bitter tears, 
and then I went out into the wind and storm 
like a madman ; and my eyes smarted dread- 
fully then, but I thought it natural. Of late 
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they have been growing worse, not only 
smarting, but misty and dim ; and one day as 
things come out of forgotten places into one's 
head, I remembered that a foreign doctor who 
attended me years ago for a cold in my eyes, 
told me in pretty strong terms to take care, or 
I should be ^ un aveugU' I thought him a 
fool, as I did most men, and took no care at 
all ; and if I had it would have been in vain. 
If I am doomed to it it must come. So I went 
the other day to a famous surgeon to know my 
fate, and he told it me ; I begged him to speak 
plain, and he did speak plain. He said, God 
might save me yet ; but the danger was 
great. I knew well there was no hope when 
he said that.'' He paused and put his hand 
over his eyes, as if the coming shadow of the 
future was abeady falling over him. 

Annette said not a word ; but out of her 
heart arose a cry of bitter anguish, which 
almost tore the cords of her life assunder. 
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Into the future her sad eyes looked, and saw 
him helpless, and saw a place beside him that 
might have been hers, but could not. For 
life, for life a prayer went up that showed how 
strong was the chain that bound her still, how 
mighty, still, the force of her idolatry. When 
he looked up, he saw her weeping — such con- 
vulsive tears as are shed by a breaking 
heart. 

" Now, Annette, my dear Annette," he said, 
tenderly* " this is not right. I cannot tell you 
my troubles if you feel them so deeply. Do 
not fear, I shall bear it well. I don't say this 
proudly, God knows ; in myself I shrink, as 
you may guess, from the stroke. But I do 
believe that ho affliction is given without the 
strength to suflfer ; and so when it comes, I 
trust God will help me to bear it. Come, 
Annette, thank you for your tears. It has 
been a comfort to me to tell you all. I have 
told no one else, for I don't wish to be pitied 
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before the time; that will be the hardest thing 
of all ; don't make me sorry I spoke out to 
you/' 

She forced her feelings back and smiled, but 
it was a smile with death in it. 

Lord Singleton looked thoughtfully at her, 
and then rose up from his seat. ^^I hope I 
have not done you any harm, Annette ?" he 
asked. 

*'Only in one way," she said, speaking 
calmly, but with the same dying smile, '^ it 
makes me wish too much to live and help you." 

"Dear Annette, thank you; perhaps you 

will. If not" he stopped and sighed, 

and said no more. " I must go now," he began 
again, "or I shall not be trusted to come 
any more. I am afraid I have been selfish 
in my talk, but it is your kindness makes me 
so. Good-bye now, and God bless you. You 
must promise to let me come again." 

He approached her couch, and took hold of 
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the hand she stretched oat to him ; and stnick 
once again^ by t^e deathly look hi her £ice ; 
with sudden, and almost nnconsdons impolse, 
h? stooped and kissed her. 

The rash of blood, qaick and crimson, to 
her face, arrested his attention, and awoke his 
pemtence ; yet it was half laughing that he 
said, ^^ I beg yoar pardon, Annette, I forgot 
myself qaite. What woald Mrs. Beaachamp 
say? Bat dear Annette," he added, sadly and 
gravely, ^^if all that we have been saying is 
trae, sarely these proprieties are matters of 
little moment now." 

Annette tried to smile, bat coold not;, tried 
to speak, bat coald not. When he looked 
again, the glow of colonr had been sncceeded 
by a still more deadly paleness ; bat no sos* 
pidon crossed his mind. Fearing only that he 
had tired her, he wished her again '^ Crood- 
bye," and hastened away. 

That night Annette broke another blood- 
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vessel, and for some hours she was in immi- 
nent danger. Bat the danger pastby, and 
though, after this attack, the physidans no 
longer spoke sangninely and confidently of re^ 
coverj, yet once again hope re-entered the 
hearts of her parents. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 



-So, get thee from me ; 



I am a poor fiillen man, unworthy now 
To be thj lord and master " 

Kara Hekbt Vm. 



When Lord Singleton came out of Annette's 
room^ he found Zo^ sitting outside. She 
looked up wistfully in his face^ as if the state 
of her sister perplexed her — and as if, from a 
stranger's report, she hoped to find relief from 
the vague terrors that assailed her. 

" You have been crying," she said at once, 
in a fearful tone, fixing her eyes upon him 
with the intentness of a child. 
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There was something like a tear in his kind 
eyes, but he snuled at the little girl, and said, 
'^ I was sorry to find Annette so ill ; bat I 
hope she will soon be better. Willis thinks 
she wiU/' 

^' It is so sad without her. I am quite 
tired of hoping. When will she be well ?" 

^' She must get a little stronger first. Tell 
me, Zod, do you miss Miss Moore much ?^ 

"Very much indeed; I have never been 
happy since she went/' said the little girl, 
plaintively. " It was very unkind of her to 
go. It is so dull now ; but I should not mind 
that, if Annette was well." 

** Should you like her to come back? Would 
Annette? — would your mother? I think it 
would do Annette good, but I want to know 
what you think." 

" I know everybody would like it ; I heard 
papa say so; he says it very often. But, 
Lord Singleton," and she looked up in his 
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face, " I don't think she will come, if you tell 
hei." 

He coloured even at the chUdish gaze, but 
laughed and said — " We will see. I will ash 
her to come ; will that do better?" 

Without waiting to hear more, he patted 
her head and went down stairs. Mr. Beau- 
champ was at home, and, after satisfying as 
kindly as he could, with truth, their anxious 
enquiries as to his opinion of Annette's looks, 
he asked Mr. Beauchamp to walk home with 
him. 

" I have been thinking, Mr. Beauchamp," 
he began, quickly, " that Miss Moore's com- 
pany would be the best amusement Annette 
could have. Willis talks much of amusement, 
bi^t quiet amusement is difficult to find. Miss 
Moore would be a great help, I should fancy." 

" So I feel, my dear lord — so I have felt 
all along ; but Annette would not allow us to 
ask her to come back on that account; in- 
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deedy she begged us to make as light of her 
illness as we could. Since Miss Moore thought 
it right to go, she could hardly leave her 
friends so soon again'/' 

"I think she would. My belief is, Mr. 
Beauchamp/' Lord Singleton added, after a 
moment, ^Hhat I drove her away; and, there- 
fore, I have made up my mind to give up my 
guardianship. I have offended her in many 
points, in some very justly ; and, therefore, 
the sooner it is done the better. Perhaps, it 
ought to have been done long ago." 

" Indeed, my dear lord," said Mr. Beau- 
champ, " as I told you at first, it was for you 
what in common speech we call a ticklish 
office ;' but you have acquitted yourself of it 

in a way that " 

*' Say no more about that, Mr. Beauchamp. 
I have not acquitted myself well, and the only 
reparation I can now make is, to put myself 
and my own wishes out of the question. Will 
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you be her gaardian ? I am certain I could 
not do any act more pleasing to her than by 
appointing you.'' 

^^ I am at all times in your hands, my dear 
lord. Do with me just what you please. I am 
very sincerely, I might say affectionately, 
attached to Miss Moore, aind I will do all in 
my power to promote her happiness, should 
you make your powers over to me; you may 
depend upon that." 

" You have no objections to make ?" 

*' None whatever." 

" Then, it is settled. You, in return, may 
depend upon me in every matter that may 
require assistance. We will talk over the 
necessary arrangements of her affairs in fiiture. 
If you are agreeable, I will write to her to- 
night , and I am confident, this being settled, 
she will come." 

Mr. Beauchamp said, heartily — "It will 
certainly be very gratifying to me, and so it 
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will to my wife, to have her with us just now. 
Mrs. Beauchamp has no time to attend to 
Zo^, and is often at a loss how to amuse poor 
Annette. We shall be rejoiced, indeed, to 
have Miss Moore's assistance.'' 

" You shall have it, I trust, very shortly." 
Here they parted, and Lord Singleton 
hastened homewards to write before the post 
went out. He made no delay^ but sat down 
and wrote — 

'^Deab Miss Moore, — 
" My purpose in writing is to let you know 
what I think has been partly concealed from 
you — ^the very precarious state of Annette's 
health. She does not improve ; on the con- 
trary, she gets gradually weaker ; and though 
Willis assures me there is no disease, I am 
sure he feels her state to be an anxious one. 
He speaks much of the benefits of amusement 
and change, but that is a difficult matter to 
manage her here, as you can imagine. Having 
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said so much^ I am sure your kindness will 
prompt you to return ; and it is in the hope of 
persuading you to this, that I have taken on 
myself to write to you. I am certain your 
society would be of the greatest benefit to 
Annette, and that it is much desired by all. 
In order that nothing may stand in the way of 
what, for their sakes, I so much wish, I have 
this day resigned my duties as your guardian 
into Mr. Beauchamp's hands. He accepts 
them willingly, and you know him too well for 
it to need my saying, how certain you will be 
of care and aflfection from him. I believe I 
ought to have done this before. You must 
forgive me for any trouble and annoyance that 
I may have caused you by my delay. 

" A niece of my housekeeper's goes to Lon- 
don to-morrow morning. Her direction I 
enclose. She will be ready to meet you at 
your nearest railway station at any moment 
in the course of the next fortnight in which 
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you may feel disposed to return. Will you 
be so good as to communicate with her on the 
subject? With my best wishes for your 
future welfare and happiness, 

" I remain, 

" Faithfully yours, 
" Singleton." 

^^ There,'' he exclaimed, pushing the letter 
from before him, and leaning his face in his 
hands ; ^^ it is done, and there is the end of 
many vain hopes and vain dreams — and there 
is the fall of as proud a fool as ever walked 
this earth." 

The calm and dispassionate tone of this 
letter was as unfaithful a picture of his heart 
as well could be imagined. The e£fort to do 
this deed had been almost like a plucking out 
of the right eye. Since the days of his boy- 
hood, the idea of this guardianship had haunted 
him, had been the source of some of his 
proudest thoughts, and of late had been prized 
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and cherished as the peculiar treasure of his 
heart. To do her good, in mind and body, 
in fortune and estate, this had been his dream 
by day and thought by night — and this was 
the end of it. Forced to give her up, because 
he had shown himself unfit for the charge — 
because he had no control over his passions — 
because he fretted her into madness, and 
destroyed the goodness that was in her. The 
resignation was needfrd — but the more bitter, 
because he owned it was so. 

On other parts of tixe subject he would not 
dwell; that he was separating himself from 
her, blotting himself out from her thoughts ; 
but though undwelt upon they saddened his 
mmd. 

" Grod knows," he murmured, as he sealed 
his letter, " my future life looks dreary 
enough," and a moment afterwards as he 
tossed it from him — " poor Annette," as if for 
the first time some dim consciousness of her 
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devotion — some dim perception of the value of 
her sympathy — forced itself, now that it was 
ebbing from him on his fancy. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



^The Past will always win 

A glory from its being far, 

And orb into the perfect star — 
We saw not when we moved therein." 

Tennyson. 



Sybil domesticated with the Berkeleys, found 
herself a stranger in a strange land. Three 
years makes many changes. Three years of 
unrestrained yielding to vanity and the love 
of excitement, makes the mind and manners 
more unrestrained, and common restraints 
more obnoxious and less practised ; while 
less time given up to the exclusive contem- 
plation of goodness and virtue makes the 
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eyes very quick to feel evU. The sight of 
the straight teaches what is crooked. Wilii- 
out being able to fix on any definite thing, 
Sybil felt oppressed by the atmosphere of her 
new abode, and her heart yearned with intense 
longing to the home she had left. When she 
heard of Annette's illness — though informed of 
it in very softened terms — she would have 
seized that excuse to hasten back at once, had 
not another feeling withheld her. She alone 
read Annette's mind, she alone penetrated the 
cause of her illness, and she felt her absence 
to be all she could offer of hope or conso- 
lation to her suffering companion. This know- 
ledge had been a sudden discovery. If in the 
early days of her acquaintance with Annette, 
she had fancied that so it must be, the con- 
stant sight of her and Lord Singleton together, 
and their fi*ee and famUiar terms had effaced it 
from her mind. It was a sudden, and — she 
could not tell why — an unwelcome discovery. 
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She said in her heart — " After my hardness 
he will be soothed by Annette's love, and he 
will love her at last." The thought did not 
make her very happy, did not make her con- 
tent to be with the Berkeleys ; it seemed on 
the contrary, to create a restless desire to be 
with the Beauohamps again, and on the watch ; 
but this was not yielded to. She withdrew 
herself. 

Two things in her present life, above all 
others, troubled Sybil's mind. One was her 
powerlessness to withstand or separate from the 
ways against which her inner sense of right 
recoiled. All was so light and gay and plea- 
sant, the evil was so intangible that it was 
like beating the air to fight with it. Self- 
willed and resolute as she was, she yet felt as 
if she tamely floated down the stream of reck- 
less thoughtlessness. A second cause of trou- 
ble was the change in her tone of mind ; 
she no longer felt in herself that spirit of 
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enjoyment and high-heartedness she had felt 
in her former visit. She was treated with 
lavish kindness, and yet she made no return 
of auction, contributed nothing, so she felt at 
least, in the way of pleasure, to those who en- 
deavoured to gratify her. 

In both fears she was, however, mistaken. 
She waB beautiful enough, and eager enough 
to create interest of no common kind ; and the 
softening of manner, which what she fancied 
was depression gave her, added to her charms 
the one she had hitherto wanted. She was the 
object of attentions and admirations, which 
might eaaly have turned her head— but did 
uot. She cared little for them. She longed 
to be at home. 

In her ^thet fear she was equally wrong. 
The earnest minded leave their own image 
even upon the most impassive atmosphere. 

•" Do you know what Mr. Vivian says," said 
Honoria Berkeley to Sybil, when she one day 
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paid her a visit in her room. " He says you 
^remind him of a breath of fresh air in a 
hot house.' ^ 

" I don't wonder," Sybil replied smiling, 
^^ you all lead such a lazy, in-doors^ artificial 
life. I rather think I feel like the fresh air 
myself." 

" That is not what he meant," said Honoria, 
" I know what he meant. I feel it myself — 
you are not like us. You are too good 
for us." 

" I think I know, too, what you mean," 
Sybil said thoughtfiilly, " I do feel diflFerent. 
The fact is, I have been living all this time 
with good people — ^people who think very 
seriously of this life and the next, and if I 
would, I could not shake the impressi6n off. 
You do shock me here, at times, I must 
confess." 

" Are not very good people a great bore." 
Honoria asked. 
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^^SometimeSy I suppose," Sybil said, laugh- 
ingy ^^ very much like bad ones in that way. 
No class that I ever found are free from the 
infirmities of human nature. But whether 
clever or not, they are good, nevertheless, and 
that I like. It gives one trust." 

^* I sometimes wish I could see good peo- 
ple," Honoria observed, with a momentary 
touch of sadness in her voice. /^ When I read 
of them — I admire them ; but they never come 
in my way, or if they do they are a horrid bore^ 
like the clergyman here. The Beauchamps led 
a terribly quiet life, didn't they Sybil ?" 

^' Yes, I suppose you would have called it 
so ; but I did not mind it." 

" I think," said Honoria," I would rather be 
bad, than lead a quiet life ; that is, if I did 
lead a quiet life, I know I should be awfully 
bad. I suppose you had something to keep 
yon up. . I rather suspect you were in love 

VOL. XL M 
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all the while. Were you in loye with Mr. 
Beaachamp ? *' 

'' No, indeed/' said Sybil, indignantly. 

" Then with Lord Singleton." 

"No, indeed r 

" Tour ' No, indeed,' is very different with 
Lord Singleton," said Honoria, langhing. ^^I 
don't think yon hate Lord Singleton, Sybil." 

" I have no reason to hate him," she said, 
colourmg, " I like and admire his character." 

" Mr. Beauchamp made us all laugh very 
much about Lord Singleton. We asked him 
to describe him, and he said if we could fancy 
a TTuin^Lady Bountiful, that was his picture." 

" I would ask no better thing than to be 
laughed at by Mr. Beauchamp," Sybil said, 
with indignant warmth. '^ He is utterly inca- 
pable of appreciating what is good and noble." 

"And is Lord Singleton good and noble?" 

" I may not agree with Lord Singleton/, 
Sybil said, after a moment's thought, " but 
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that does not make me blind to his merits. I 
think he is good and noble/' 

^* Then if I were you, I should agree with 
him/' Honoria remarked. ^' I think if I saw 
what was both good and noble, I should love 
it, — ^as I do you, Sybil." 

The question returned once and again upon 
Sybil's mind. If she so truly owned Lord 
Singleton's merits, why did she not agree with 
him ? Why had she made it her business and 
pleasure to oppose him? Sometimes her 
answer satisfied her : because it was right for 
her to oppose his imjust assumption of autho- 
rity. At other times it seemed that her oppo- 
sition had been factious and foolish, supporting 
but little that dignity she desired to assert. 
She almost wished it could all begin again. 

More than once, Sybil found herself standing 
forth in defence of her guardian. 

One morning a lounging, idle party were 

m2 
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l^ssembled in Mrs. Berkeley's drawing-room, en- 
joying that kind of conversation, when — 
*< At eveiy breath a reputation dies " 

Sybil was not present, and in the conrse of 
time, her character and circumstances came 
under discussion, and much amusement was 
derived from the consideration of her position 
with her young guardian. The question arose, 
what feelings had he excited in her breast ? and 
as no certain and definite answer could be re- 
turned, a plot was laid to ascertain the point. 
A clever, scoffing, sarcastic gentleman, whose 
years gave him, as he said, the privilege to be 
impertinent to young ladies, undertook to 
laugh at Lord Singleton in such terms as could 
not fail to rouse the feelings of any person 
interested in his affairs or character. 

Mrs. Berkeley, careless and heedless, loving 
plots and pleasures, and whatever gave amuse- 
ment to a passing hour, consented without 
hesitation ; and the experiment was made in 
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the presence of a large, though select com- 
pany, on the evening of the day. 

The scoffing was cleverly and judiciously 
conducted ; the sarcasm so blended with appro- 
bation, that for a time it was difficult to say 
Qji which side the balance lay* 

Sybil felt irritated and annoyed at the tone 
of the conversation; but remained impene- 
trably grave and silent, until the disinterested- 
ness of Lord Singleton's benevolence was 
called in question ; assailed by those slight, 
careless shots and suggestions of motives, 
against which no virtue is proof With a glow- 
mg cheek and indignant words, she burst forth 
at last, and once aroused, made a defence as con- 
vincing from its spirit, as it was free and fear- 
less in its tone. 

Mrs, Berkeley felt doubtful as to the opinion 
to be formed, from her animated manner ; but 
not so the gentleman who had led the attack. 

^^ If I have made any charge against Lord 
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Singleton," he mildly said — "of which, I must 
say, I was unconscioos — I withdraw it. When 
a young lady stands up in a young gentle- 
man's defence, it becomes us, of course, to bow f 
and he did bow with a most provoking smile. 

Sybil said no more ; but her rising colour 
and haughty air betrayed no common annoy- 
ance and displeasure. 

Mrs. Berkeley kindly patted her shoulder 
and said — ** Never mind, my love ; we like 
you all the better for standing up for your 
fiiends.*' 

" And the best friend's defence," said the 
same gentleman, with a malicious smile, ^^is 
the warmth of feeling that he has been happy 
enough to excite in a young lady's breast." 

''No feeling," Sybil said, proudly and in- 
dignantly, " but sincere respect." 

" I had yet to learn the powers of re- 
spect^ he continued, in the same tode of arch 
banter. '^ I shall henceforward doubly respect 
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respecty since I find it can call such a coloor 
to the cheek, and such light to the eyes." 

Though bursting with anger at his freedom, 
SybU refrained from further altercation ; and^ 
in her presence, at least, the subject dropped. 

To stand up for the wrongfully accused is so 
natural to a generous spirit, that her warm 
defence of Lord Singleton excited no surprise 
in Sybil's mind. She would have done the 
same at any time of their acquaintance ; but 
the yery fact of defending him sent her 
thoughts more kindly towards him, and again 
she wished a wish that all was to begin again. 
But such wishes are commonly too late. 

After remaining ten days or a fortnight at 
Berkeley Priory, Sybil, with the Berkeleys, 
set forth on their travels. The scenery of 
the lakes enchanted her ; the novelty excited, 
and the attentions paid her in the resting- 
places of the journey, might have dazzled her 
imagination and won her heart, but for the 
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desire that possessed her to be with the Beaa- 
champs again. Thus it was that she passed safely 
through the ordeal which Lord Singleton had 
dreaded for her. The loye of good, the taste 
for better things, was a great shield and safe- 
guard ; but none may presume on this ; — so 
sweet is praise and admiration, so fascinating 
is excitement and amusement, and so yulner- 
able was the vainer and lighter part of Sybil's 
nature, that she might have been carried 
away — ^that her fancy might have been caught 
by some object, inferior in character and prin* 
ciples to what her better thoughts required, 
had she not been guarded by this same rest- 
less lon^g to be at home. The mind makes 
its own place, and, when another place is per- 
petually haunting the mental eyes, present 
enjoyment cannot be complete. When appa- 
rently most excited with the scenes that 
charmed, the conversations thait amused, the 
attentions that flattered her, Sybil, to her 
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great surprise^ would suddenly find her 
thoughts far from the present, speculating 
on the probable future of Annette and Lord 
Singleton. 

It was in this state of mind that Lord Sin- 
gleton's letter found her. On its first perusal 
she scarcely observed the conclusion. The 
idea of danger in Annette's illness had never 
suggested itself; her early life, unbound by 
any chain of strong affection, had left her 
mind comparatively free from the fears and 
terrors, which are the taxes love pays for 
love. The tiiought of death and danger fell 
with a cold chill upon her heart, amidst the 
light laughing voices of pleasure that sur- 
rounded her. Until her immediate departure 
was a settled thing — ^until she had silenced the 
uproar of voices which almost compelled her 
to remain — until the impression of the first 
shock of fear had faded and left her mind fi^e 
for new impressions — until, in short, she was 
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at liberty to think, she scarcely realized the 
announcement which her letter contained. 

The first excitement over, she read it a se- 
cond time, then pushed it from her and leaned 
her head on her hands. A sense of deep 
depression stole over her mind. All things 
in life suddenly became dull and colourless. 
This was a moment for which she had often 
longed. There had been times when she had 
panted with feverish impatience for the day 
that was to free her from Lord Singleton's 
authority, and it was now come. Like many 
gratified longings, it brought no joy with it. 

Again she seized and re-perused the letter, 
for an answer was necessary. She almost felt 
she must be dreaming. Never since they had 
been spoken had his passionate words — ^' Oh I 
Sybil, Sybil, if you could tell the love, admi- 
ration, adoration I feel for you," ceased to 
ring upon her ears ; but what echo of their 
sound was to be discovered here. She must 
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have been dreaming then or now, or if such 
words had ever been, they were like an old 
song never to be song again. 

She took up h^ pen to answer him, but yet 
once again, with intense longing, devoured 
the letter, hoping to discover in the grave, 
business-like words, some hidden feelings of 
regret. On this fourth perusal she paused over 
the passage — ^^ I believe I ought to have done 
this before. You must forgive me for the an- 
noyance I may have caused you." Either the 
words themselves spoke of a wounded heart, 
or else her excited mind imbued them with 
feeling. For an instant they melted her to 
penitence. She hastily began to write, inten- 
ding to express her regret for all the pain she 
had given him, and even to entreat him to re- 
sume the guardianship he had resigned ; but 
before the words were written, again the spirit 
of the moment changed, she looked again at 
the sentence that had touched her, and its 
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feeling was gone ; its tone of regret had eva- 
porated ; it lay before her as oold and cahn as 
the remainder of the passionless epistle. 

^^I am thankful I see it/* she said, bit- 
terly, "I will not force myself and my 
concerns upon his precious time. If he is in- 
different, so I am sure am I," and she resumed 
her pen ai|d began anew to write. A tear, 
large and sudden, fell upon her page and 
startled her. 

She tossed it aside, took up another in dis- 
pleasure and surprise, and wrote a stately 
answer. 

"Deae Lord Sdtoleton, 

^' I am much obliged to you for writing to 
me about Annette's illness. There shall be no 
delay, and I shall be ready to return to the 
Cottage as soon as the person you mention can 
meet me. I have written to her by this day's 
post* 

^^ Thank you for the arrangements you have 



THE TOUKO LORD. 178 

decided upon fbr my future life. I am per- 
fectlj satisfied with the choice you have 
made. 

^^ I cannot conclude without assuring you 
that I shall always be grate&l for the trouble 
you haye taken for me, 

^' I remain, 

" Yours sincerely^ 
" Sybil Moore." 
Edinburgh^ Sept. 15th. 

When her heartless letter was gone, Sybil 
would have given, as she felt at least, life 
itself to recal it ; on the dissolution of such a 
tie, even the coldest and proudest might have 
expressed something of kindness or regret. 

But the Post is inexorable as Time and 
Fate. What is in its hands cannot be recalled. 
Her letter was gone, and vain was repentance 
now. 

If the coldness of the letter grated on her 
own feelings, much more it fell dead and 
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depressing on the heart of Lord Smgleton. 
He had not expected much ; but expectation 
itself rouses the mind into a mood on which 
coldness falls doubly cold. He had not 
expected much, but this chilling acceptance 
of what had caused him so many struggles to 
offer, was as bitter as the serpent's tooth of 
ingratitude. He put the letter away among 
the other papers relating to Miss Moore with 
a sigh that came from his heart of hearts. 
He had failed in attaching, by even the common 
tie of friendship, the one to whom he had 
given a very life of thought and care, and the 
failure humbled him to the dust. ^ ' That is over 
for ever," he repeated twice — ^the first time in 
bitter sadness, the second time in manly 
resolution; and be roused himself to act 
accordingly. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

^' They seemed to those who saw them meet, 
The casual friends of ererj day ; 
Her smile was undisturbed and sweet, 
Hia courtesy was free and gay." 

R. M. MiLNES. 



Lord Singleton was as determined to con- 
quer his passion for Sybil as to do any other 
dnty that appeared to lie before him. Being 
now thoroughly convinced that he had failed 
to elicit a spark of affection in her, he thought 
no more^ hoped no more, from any friture 
effort. He gave it up, and was determined to 
act on his conviction, with all his heart. 
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'^ It becomes man to be content," he argued, 
^' and if a blessing is denied him, he must not 
spend his days in useless and unmanly regrets." 

And such being his view of his duty, with 
his accustomed vigour he determined to pur- 
sue it. 

Perhaps his circumstances, added to the 
strength of his resolution, in the present case ; 
one who had been rejected in the vigour and 
freshness of life, would scarcely dare to offer 
himself again, when the hand of God had 
marked him for helplessness and pain ; and by 
Lord Singleton, proud even in his humility, 
this diffidence was felt with double force. 
The very consciousness how greatly he might 
need affection, sympathy, and help, made him 
shrink from seeking it where it had been denied 
before. He could not even wish to gain from 
pity what had been denied to himself. 

The disease in his eyes was making steady 
progress — ^steady but slow. He followed the 
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few rules giyen him by the physician he had 
consulted ; but as it was not yet time for any 
vigorous measures to be taken, he preferred to 
keep his knowledge of his fate to himself. A 
few days before Sybil's return, he had been 
forced, by the pain the light gave him, to take 
to a green shade; and Mr. Willis, who for 
some time had been uneasily watching him, 
very earnestly implored to be allowed to ex- 
amine into the condition of his eyes ; but was 
resolutely repulsed by the young lord. 

" Tou will repent, my lord," said Mr. Willis; 
^^I see something very much amiss in the 
state of your sight. I tell you so, and I 
know I am right when I say it. Tou will 
repent." 

^^I know there is something amiss and I 
am taking good care," was all the answer he 
could get, and Lord Singleton pursued bis own 
course. 

The announcement of Sybil's return was 

YOL. II. N 
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most joyfully received at the Cottage. Her 
letter to Mr. Beauchamp was in a very dif- 
ferent tone from that to Lord Singleton. 
Her anxiety for Annette, her desire to be with 
them, her gratitude to him for so gladly ac- 
cepting her guardianship, were all spoken with 
a warmth of feeling, which showed how fiill a 
return she made for the kindness she had re- 
ceived. Gratitude is always pleasant and 
winning, and when it comes from those who 
are themselves strong in power to please and 
charm, it is one of the greatest of attractions. 
Sybil's return was expected like the return of 
a beloved child. 

As a proof of how much his kindness in 
bringing her back had been appreciated, the let^ 
ter was shown to Lord Singleton. Its contrast 
to his own affected him with a new pain ; but 
the involuntary sigh was driven back, and 
with the more vigorous resolution he deter- 
mined to cast vain thoughts away from him. 
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His mind was thoroughly made up as to his 
behaviour to Sybil He wished to shew that 
he bore no ill will ; he wished to shew that he 
would annoy her no more. He meant to be 
kind and friendly, and yet by a free and un- 
embarrassed manner, to set her entirely at ease. 
This combination of manners might be difficult 
to att^n, but Lord Singleton was not one to be 
overcome by difficulties. He had made up 
his mind as to what was right, and he was 
determined to do it. 

On the day of her arrival he called to know 
how Annette was, and hearing that she was 
better, expressed his intention of riding with 
the news to meet Sybil at the railway station. 
The kindness of the thought was like himself 
and so also was bis resolution to meet her, im- 
mediately on her arrival, and 'have done 
with it.' 

When the train began to slacken its speed 
before it stopped at the station, Sybil looked 

n2 
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out, and the first object she saw on the plat* 
form was Lord Singleton — ^his horses at a dis* 
tance — ^himself evidently awaiting her. No 
Beatrice or Benedict could have been more 
startled than she was, at the tumult of emotion 
into which she was thrown by the sight. Her 
heart beat with a violent joy and gladness, 
that left her scarcely in her senses to meet 
him. She had but a moment's time to 
compose herself, to drive back the rush of 
blood from her cheeks, and steady her agitated 
voice, when the train stopped. The moment it 
did stop, he was at the door to help her out, and 
his manner then composed her at once. What 
she had hoped and thought she had then no time 
to consider ; she only knew that while his frank 
words and unembarrassed manner greeted her, 
she became as suddenly still, and calm, and 
joyless, as she had been agitated and happy. 

" I know what an anxious thing an arrival 
is," he said, quickly, after he had shaken hands 
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with her ; ^'one does not know what to hope or 
expect ; so I came to tell 70U that Annette is 
better to-day. It is the third day she has been 
better, and you will find them all in good 
spirits." 

" Thank you," said Sybil, ^4t is a great 
relief." She spoke quietly, but whether it was 
the relief or his kindness, or many conflicting 
feelings, she felt scarcely able to restrain her 
tears. 

He did not see — his shade was down. 

"Poor Annette!" he went on earnestly, 
" sometimes I feel terribly afraid, but this day 
or two hope has crept in again. You must 
be prepared for a great change. 1 was not, 
when I saw her, and I was so shocked I could 
hardly get oyer it. I have not seen her again. 
They have been afraid to let me." 

" Poor Annette !" Sybil said, in a low voice, 
thinking many thoughts in her heart, but say- 
ing little. 
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" I am sure you will do her good," he 
added, cheerfully. " We all look to that. It is 
very kind of you to come." 

** I was glad to come. I was glad you wrote," 
Sybil said ; and here they came to a pause. 

They were standing together on the plat- 
form, while Sybil's attendant and the porters 
were looking after her luggage, and packing 
it on the fly that was awaiting her. 

There was some delay — a box had been 
injured, and a rope was wanted. They stood 
together in silence, and the silence produced 
awkwardness. Sybil could think of nothing 
to say, but Lord Singleton, as if feeling em- 
barrassment and determined not to yield 
to it, suddenly began again in a cheerftd 
tone — 

" Tou have not heard the news, I suppose, 
Miss Moore — Homer is going to be married." 
There was something even of an arch and 
amused look on his lips as he said it. 
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" Is he, indeed I" Sybil exclaimed, not with- 
out surprise. '^ When was this settled Y^ 

^^ Some little time ago, I imagine, for the 
marriage is to take place immediately. Homer 
only told me the day before yesterday. Poor 
Horner ! I wished him an ogress, but I did not 
wish him, even in my most irritated moments, 
such a one as he has found. He took me 
yesterday to see the lady in question, and she 
baffles description. You must see her to be- 
lieve human nature could produce such a 
being/' 

^^ I thought Mr. Homer had good taste," 
Sybil began ; but then remembering, stopped 
and blushed, and added laughing, ''What is 
she like ? I should like to know." 

*'As to Homer's taste, I fancy the poor 
man has had no more to do with bis marriage 
dian I hare. He went to pass a few days 
with the father of this lady, and she, I should 
suppose, intimated to him her intention to 
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marry him, and he submits. It must have 
been a bitter pill at first, but he is becoming 
proud of her now, and is already a piece of wax 
in her hands. You ask for a description,-^ 
fancy a tall, bony woman, any age between 
thirty and fifty, and reminding one of a strong 
useful cart-horse. She wears very short petti- 
coats and strong, thick shoes, with green 
gaiters. Her feet and her nose are her chief 
features — both equally large and command* 
ing. " I told you I went to pay her a visit. 
Horner took me. After the first introduction 
and a few speeches, we came to a pause, and 
she broke it by asking me, in her deep hoarse 
voice, *What death I should like to die?^ 
I said I was afraid I had given very littiie 
thought to my own death. On which she said, 4t 
was a subject we could not consider too nearly.' 
Of course, she was very right ; but it was an 
oddish subject to choose for a wadding visit* 
I saw poor Homer was on thorns, but I an- 
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swered mildly, and I believe in the end he 
admired her powers of instructing. I hear 
she is very good, and I dare say will be very 
useful ; but I must say I pity the poor man 
from my heart. A weak man in the hands of such 
a woman must be a poor creature all his life." 

"Yes, I should be afraid so," Sybil agreed. 
She could not but be amused with his descrip- 
tion ; but yet the fun and gaiety of his manner 
affected her she scarcely knew how. In one 
respect it humbled her. He seemed as if A^ 
had swept all the past away as much as if 
it had never been ; while round about Aer, its 
memory was lingering yet. 

As he finished his description of the future 
Mrs. Horner, Sybil's attendant came to say 
the fly was ready. She and Lord Singleton 
walked together to the carriage, and before shd 
got in, feeling a return of civility incumbent 
upon her for his kindness in coming to meet 
her, she said she hoped he had not received 
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any injury to his eyes. The feeling that she 
was resolved to do it — ^the wish to return his 
civility — and yet a something of hurt pride, 
which made her dread to shew her softer feel- 
ings — ^gave coldness and constraint to the ques- 
tion. It recalled the old stately SybO, who 
could be kind to aQ but him. 

For the first time he coloured, and his 
answer was quick and short. ^^I have not 
hurt them, thank you ; but they are rather 
out of sorts just now." 

She got in, and he hastened to his horse, 
and rode away. By rapid movement, he 
endeavoured to drive away thoughts and 
regrets which, with a force he had not antici- 
pated, the mere sight of Sybil had renewed 
within him. Finding the rapid movement 
ineffectual, he stopped at Botherham, and 
requested the new incumbent — an intelligent 
and agreeable companion — to come and dine 
with him. 
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His vigorous measures were at length sue* 
cessful. At first he listened, with an absent 
mind, to the plans and wishes of his guest ; but 
left alone at a later hour of the evening, the 
young lord's thoughts were no longer of any 
selfish thing, but entirely occupied in project- 
ing measures that might assist in stemming 
the tide of vice among the growing and misera- 
ble population of Sotherham. 

Sybil threw herself back in the fly, and 
abandoned herself to reflection, thankfiil for 
the gathering twilight which left her fi*ee from 
the inspection of speculating eyes. However 
pride might combat the avowal, common 
honesty, the feelings of her heart, and the 
voice of her conscience, aU alike testified that 
Lord Singleton was no longer an object of 
indifference. 



/ 
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CHAPTER X. 

** Within, within, my sorrow lives, 
But outwardly no token gives ; 
As in the flint the hidden spark 
Gives outwardly no sign or mark — 
Within, within my sorrow lives.'* 

From Gamoeks. 



The progress of disease in Annette appeared 
to be, for a moment, stayed. It had advanced 
with frightful rapidity, but that very. advance 
had, in its consequences, tended to stay it 
awhile. 

Annette had been lying, for many weeks, 
in the prospect of death, and that prospect 
had been unavailing m detaching her mind 
from earth ; but the prospect of death, how- 
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ever strongly we may think we receive its 
testimony^ is not the Presence of death. That 
came at last) and Annette knew the difference. 
For a few hours, death — ^the last severance 
from mortality — ^the step which opens the 
portals of the unseen world — ^was, or seemed 
to be, at hand — and before that awful sight, the 
seen world, with its dearest hopes and most 
anxious cares, did melt away; — she saw " the 
littleness of earth and the height of Heaven — 
theshortnessof time, and thelength of Eternity.'' 
That hour, with its strong present convic- 
tions, with its fears and hopes, faded away ; 
but the thoughtful and conscientious spirit 
never turns its steps backward to a former 
state. The careless receive impressions, in 
the same degree as the thoughtful, by the 
events of life, but they heedlessly suffer the 
present to sweep over the memories of the 
past; but those who know what a solemn 
thing life is, gather together the fragments of 
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instruction from every passing mood and daji 
and store them up as treasures in the gamers 
of their souls. Struggle still there was, in 
Annette's mind, earthly lon^gs, and humilia- 
tion in her own earthliness, but the near pre- 
sence of the unseen world, had brought her 
that thing she so greatly needed; Trust in 
Grod; the power to submit to His unerring 
Wisdom and Love, the future lot of him she 
loved, and her own eternal destiny. 

The calm and repose of these holier thoughts 
acted upon her wasting frame. That agonizing 
conflict with an idol from which she could not 
part, was, if not at an end, yet nearly spent. 
She slept by night, and the night's sleep 
brought a revived and strengthened spirit by 
day, a power to receive refreshment and enjoy- 
ment from the efforts of those who hung around 
her couch. 

It was during this breathing time in An- 
nette's illness, while hope, sunny and sanguine, 
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filled all hearts in and about the Cottage, that 
Sybil came to the knowledge of herself The 
calm and respectM kindness with which Lord 
Singleton behaved to her, contrasted with the 
intense interest he manifested in Annette's 
healthy pointed her thoughts forward to one 
sore and certain end. Annette would be 
Lord Singleton's wife, and the agony this cer* 
tain couTiction cost her, first brought to her 
knowledge the perfect knowledge of herself 

And this knowledge, what was it ? Much 
like that which came to Julia in the ^ Hunch- 
back'— 

'' Yes, love. Deceive thyself no longer. False 
To say *tis pity for his fell — ^respect — 
Tis none of these, 'tis love — and if not love, 
Why, then, idolatry." 

A love which had taken the deeper root even 
by the wrath, and pride, and wilfiilness with 
which she had opposed him. 

Like Julia, too, she might add — 
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" Fm wrecked 
Bj mine own act. What, no escape, no hope ! 
None." 

For an was at an end between them. Her 
own pasaonate hand had dashed to the ground^ 
with a force that shattered it, that cup which 
now, to her awakened sight, she owned to be 
her only cup of earthly joy. How long it had 
been so, who could tell ? She could not 

Sometimes, with proud tears flashing in her 
eyes, she said the love that was so easily 
daunted, could not have been such love as she 
would accept ; but this was not the thought 
of her saner mind. When she recalled the 
words she had said, she owned that he must 
have been more or less than man to approach 
her with like feelings again. 

None who heard her cheerful voice, who 
watched her efibrts to raise Annette's spirits, 
and to vary the entertainments of her sick- 
room, could have imagined how violent was 
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the conflict that was taking place within 
her. 

But Sybil was learning, through experience 
— though scarcely, perhaps, a healthful ex- 
perience — command over herself and her un- 
disciplined passions. She saw Lord Singleton 
almost daily ; it was to her that his enquiries 
regarding Annette were oftenest addressed. 
She had time to observe how he was changed, 
how he was softened; how gentle, how thought- 
ful, how considerate were his words and ways 
— time to observe it, to be touched and 
affected in her innermost heart ; and yet had 
to maintain the while an undisturbed and 
tranquil air. 

To her, also, were addressed the remarks 
which the alteration in his demeanour excited 
in the neighbourhood. It was not in her eyes 
only that he was changed. Something of the 
shadow of his coming helplessness had abready 
fallen upon him, and given to his character 

VOL. n. 



194 THE YOUNG LORD. 

that charm which the blending of strength 
and softness gives. A conviction had of late 
sprang up anew that Miss Beaachamp was the 
object of Lord Singleton's attachment, and her 
illness the cause of his depression. To Sybil, 
therefore, comments were very freely made. 
Some spoke of this depression, and bewailed 
it — some alluded to it as a thing that was 
passed, or passing, and congratulated them* 
selves on the return of his glad spirits — some, 
in a low voice, dwelt on their fears of disease, 
spoke of failmg health, and with mysteriously 
expressed regrets of his eyes, and regretted the 
loneliness of his way of life. Mrs. Homer, 
who, in her determination at her first coming 
into his sphere, to be unswayed by his opinion 
and authority^ was but a picture of what 
Sybil had been, criticized freely his words and 
actions ; while others, as if to impress the 
truth already fully felt in Sybil's mind, dwelt 
even with tearful eyes on his kindness, and 
generosity, and uprightness of character. 
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It was not pride, it was bat nature, which 
made Sybil resolve that her change of feeling 
and intense regret, should for ever remain a 
secret. None could blame her for that ; but 
there was pride in the degree of indifference 
she assumed — ^in the careless freedom with 
which she entered into these discussions, and 
the stately reserve she maintained in her 
daily meetings with Lord Singleton. When, 
after some of these cold meetings, he was 
grave, she occasionally fancied that she had 
given pam — ^fancied that her power was re- 
turning, and then she would bitterly repent 
the coldness which had repelled him anew; 
but, when he came again — ^when she saw his 
'courtesy so free and gay,' his whole heart 
apparently given to Annette, she would resent 
the delusion of a moment — arm herself with 
a new armour of pride, and repeat the act 
she was even then repenting. 

So they met, and so they parted, day by 

o2 
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day. It was not possible, in circumstances 
like these, that Sybil should free herself from 
a passion that was threatening to absorb her. 

From earthly hopes and fears, and earthly 
struggles, all were suddenly startled by the 
approach of death. For upwards of a month 
there had been not only delay in Annette's 
decline, but a seeming progress, slow, yet 
hopefiil, towards recoyeiy. From no apparent 
cause, unless, perhaps, a change in the weather, 
from autumnal mildness to almost winter cold, 
Annette's cough returned with violence ; and, 
for the third time, a blood-vessel was broken. 
There was no more to hope. Her last hour 
was at hand ! 

The attack happened at the dawn of day ; 
and all day long the danger was imminent ; 
but towards evening she revived, and there 
appeared to be some possibility of her linger- 
ing amongst them a few short days. 
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When this fayourable change took place, 
Sybil, by earnest entreaties, forced Mrs. Bean* 
champ, who had hung over her daughter for 
twelve hours, to lie down to rest, and leave 
her to her care. 

The door was closed — the room silent — 
Annette slept — and Sybil, brought near to 
death for the first time in her life, sat wrapt 
in sad and solemn thoughts; — or, as it has 
been beautifully expressed — "was closely ques- 
tioning life, and asking eternal reasons for what 
was done in time.'' To think was not new to 
her — ^nor to think religiously — ^but there was 
something new in the thought that now visited 
her mind — something more humbling, more 
calming, more tending to practical good, than 
had ever been found in her views of life and 
death, and time and eternity. 

She was roused from her reflections by a 
low voice of inquiry — " Sybil, toe you there 
alone?" 
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SybU hastened to Annette's bedside, and 
bent over her as she replied to the question. 

" Death is very near," Annette murmured. 
" I must not delay what I have to say." 

"Oh! Annette, must you die?" Sybil 
cried, with passionate earnestness. 

The dying girl smiled faintly — a smile that 
even yet had the tokens of a broken heart — 
but made no answer to the exclamation. 

" I have two things to ask you, Sybil," she 
began, after an instant^s reflection — " I must 
make them as short as I can. My father and 
mother — will you, as far as can be, be a 
daughter to them ? Zo^ is young ; they will 
want comfort and help." 

" K they will have me, I will," Sybil said, 
earnestly. "Dear Annette, you can ask 
nothing I will not try to do ; but this, because 
I love them, is an easy task." 

Annette stretched out her hand to thank 
her for the warmth and truth of her words ; 
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then held Sybil's fingers with a grasp that 
seemed strange firom her exhausted frame, and 
said — " Will you do all I wish ? — ^Will you, 
for my sake, love Lord Singleton, and be his 
wife?" 

" Oh ! Annette, what is it you ask ? " Sybil 
cried, drawing back with a startled air and 
flushed countenance. 

'^ I ask nothing you should not grant," An- 
nette said, her voice losing its quietness, and 
betraying— even in death— how she had left 
&ther and mother to cleave unto him. '^ He 
is worthy of love, and you might — almost I 
think you do — love him. Oh ! Sybil, Sybil ! 
do not let pride stand between his happiness 
and your own." 

Unwilling to reftise, fearful of agitatmg, yet 
even by that death-bed resolute to conceal the 
secret of her soul, Sybil stooped over her, 
and softly said — ^' Tou speak, Annette of a 
thing that is past and gone. Who can bring 
back the past?*' 
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''Ton can Sybils and when yon see him 
blind and helpless, with none to love and none 
to comfort him, think of what I say, and have 
pity upon him and m^." 

She closed her eyes for an instant, as if to 
arrest two tears that fell from them — ^the 
tokens of the last pang, perhaps, of a heart, 
that broke in its desire to live for his sake. 

Blind/ the word had never been uttered — 
Sybil had neither heard it by the ear, nor 
framed it in her thought — ^yet it came now 
with no startling novelty upon her. When 
the word was said, she knew it was to be, and 
owned it as an old truth, even in the moment 
of its utterance. Before that thought, in sight 
of the tears of her dying companion, the pride 
of concealment passed from her, and kissing 
Annette's pale brow, with solemn and soothing 
words she said — 

" Dear Annette, be at peace. If ever I 
have the power, I will be, what, if it pleased 
God to spare you, you would be to him." 
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" Toii will have the power," Annette said 
with finn assurance ; and then and there, by 
the bed of death, in sight of that breaking 
heart, Sybil's own heart bounded with joyful 
thoughts of love and life. 

So strangely, so mercifully is man made, 
that nothing — no sight of the changes, no 
conviction of the disappointments, no feeling 
of the transitoriness of life, can quench — ^they 
can scarcely dim — the bright and blessed 
hope, the unquenching thirst, in each man's 
heart of and for happiness. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

^< He who best knows our nature (for He made us 
what we are) by such afflictions recalls us from our 
wandering thoughts and idle merriment, from the inso- 
lence of youth and prosperity, to serious reflection, to 
our duty, and to Himsel£" 

Gbay's Letters. 



Annetts died, and was buried. The home 
that knew her so long knew her no more. 
There was a time of passionate sorrow that 
would not, could not be comforted, and then 
the yeil of sacred reverence was drawn ovor 
the memory of the departed, and life began 
again without her. 

She died a few hours after her conversation 
with Sybil — and died in peace. 
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In the evening time it was light. 

She never saw Lord Singleton after the in- 
terview that was recorded. First the fear that 
he had done her harm, then hope that recovery 
was at hand, had made him acquiesce in the 
injunctions given, after her last attack by 
both physicians, to keep her in complete re- 
pose ; but though he did not see her, his mind 
was full of her ; a day never passed without a 
visit of inquiry, rarely without a message, 
and commonly a message accompanied by some 
token of remembrance, which proved his 
intimate acquaintance with all her minutest 
tastes and feelings. Sybil's conviction regard- 
ing them was an obvious one ; so obvious that 
had Annette lived, it must, perhaps, inevitably 
have taken place. Perhaps, in Annette's own 
secret heart, that thought had made the 
severest part of the struggle she had so long 
maintained, and under >97hich she died. 

The influence the amiable and unselfish 
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exert, ungifted although they be with great and 
dazzling gifts, is very extensive and very 
subtle. The degree in which they have been 
prized and cherished is never known till they 
are missed ; then it is found how their sym- 
pathy has been the anchor on which many 
unconsciously were accustomed to rest, in the 
sea of cares and troubles that this world brings. 
From Lord Singleton to the peasant child of a 
few years old, Annette's death was like the 
eclipsing of the sun ; all felt how they needed 
her ; almost felt as if life must stand still until 
she came again. 

Mr. and Mrs. Beauchamp were very touch- 
ing in then* grief. There was nothing in the 
least degree high or exalted in their characters, 
and yet they showed some of the very highest 
qualities in their sorrow. A resignation that 
seemed incapable of murmuring — a trust that 
was undisturbed by doubt — and a care each 
for the other, which made each for the other 
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with courage, and even with cheerfiihiessy 
enter upon the duties of life again. And yet 
while these duties were thus performed, there 
were' in the eyes of each the unceasing tokens 
of the tears that were shed in silence, and on 
the face of each there was a wistful, longing 
look, as if they were for ever seeking a pre- 
sence which could not come again. 

It was now that the good of Sybil's charac- 
ter developed itself in its full strength ; it was 
now that the kindness she had met with, was 
returned with earnest gratitude and double 
zeal. She was like a beneficent spirit in the 
house, so strong to comfort, so tender to sym- 
pathize, so gentle and unobtrusive in her 
efforts to cheer. Annette's place she made no 
attempt to take. Annette's place remained 
unfilled — Annette's special duties remained 
undone. So it was best. None but a daugh- 
ter could have dared to occupy the void a 
daughter's death had made. But she herself 
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— ^like a new inmate, a new relationship, a 
something that was neither friend nor child — 
found new duties for herself, and opened a 
new fount of gladness in the deserted home. 

In her out-door occupations it was the 
same. In most of Annette's regular duties, 
she had been replaced by Mrs. Horner. Mrs. 
Homer, strong-minded and active, marched 
about with gigantic strides, and shoes as 
strong as her mind, and did all a giant could. 
Had it not been so, however, Sybil would not, 
for many apparent reasons, have put herself 
forward to take Annette's place. Much had 
been done under Lord Singleton's directions 
and at his request ; all these were either done 
by Mrs. Homer, or, she who had performed 
them being gone, were left undone. Bat 
Sybil did what she could, nevertheless ; the 
sick abd the sad, the young and the aged, 
found in her a friend in need, and, from the 
imperious benevolence of Mrs. Homer, tumed 
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for sympathy to her. A year before, Sybil, 
with the best will, could not have given sym- 
pathy ; but the sight and feeling of some of 
the sorrows of life and death— experience, in 
short, the world's great teacher — ^had endowed 
her with a new sense, and a marvellous per- 
ception of the woes of humanity. 

" Miss Moore,'* observed Mrs. Homer, one 
day, to Lord Singleton, while conversing on 
the needs and necessities of the parish, ^^is 
useful in her way. It is not my wayj but far 
be it from me to deny that there may be 
divers offices in the church.'' 

Lord Singleton smiled. Her husband 
coloured. She had married him because she 
chose to do so, and he was concientiously 
endeavouring to be a happy and admiring 
husband; but taste and conscience were some- 
limes at war, and, when one endeavoured to 
approve, the other occasionally revolted. There 
was something sad in the thought that a good 
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woman could be as odious as Mrs. Homer was, 
and still more sad to think of an amiable and 
refined mind fiJling, from simple weakness, into 
society so unnatural and unfit. But such is life. 

Lord Singleton was pleased to hear Sybil 
praised. He had not lost his interest in the 
improvement of his former ward, but it was 
no longer with selfish motives. His struggles 
were beginning to be successful He admired 
her none the less, but his efforts to separate 
himself from her were beginning to bear fruit. 
He contemplated her as some ' particular 
star,' which, if not too much above him, was, 
at any rate, not for him. 

His greatest assistance in tlius conquering 
his passion had been no better motive than 
pride. His sight was failing fast ; and, as the 
hope, which lingers still around conviction, 
was day by day giving place to the certainty 
of ill, so, day by day, his future thoughts 
turned less and less to Sybil. To Annette he 
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could have been beholden without shame or 
humiliation, for those kind offices his help- 
lessnese might shortly need; but he felt 
otherwise with Sybil. He would have 
given her all — lavished all at her feet ; but 
to give is a very different thing to receiving, 
and though in one sense we know " It is more 
blessed to give," yet in another, it needs 
higher qualities to receive, even the highest of 
all, humility. Lord Singleton was still too 
proud even to frame the wish to obtain from 
Sybil, that affection his dreary lot so greatly 
needed. Their paths in life were beginning 
to separate. 

Sybil felt it. The hopes which Annette's 
dying assurance had roused, soon were swept 
away by the sight of her eyes and the feeling 
of her own sad heart. Remembering the 
words that had been spoken by Annette's 
dying bed, she banished, or she thought she 
banished, all repelling hauteur from her 

VOL. II. P 



210 THE YOUNG LORD. 

manner. But this change, if, indeed, change 
there was, brought no answering change from 
him. His friendliness and kindness rather 
increased than diminished, but there was 
nothing of a lover^s ardour in the tranquil 
attention he paid. 

<< For Tiolets plucked, the sweetest showers 
Can ne'er make grow again." 



It was almost winter before the disease in 
Lord Singleton's eyes had made sufficient 
progress to need constant attention, or to 
demand professional skill. When the time 
came, he made up his mind to establish 
himself in London. Sad anticipations regard- 
ing him were very general in the neighbour- 
hood of Beauchamp Park; rich and poor 
talked with low words and shaking heads 
of the young lord^s affliction ; but these were 
anticipations growing up silently, and in- 
dulged privately — ^for by no word, even to 
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Mr. Beauchamp, had Lord Singleton ever 
alluded to his approaching fate, or ever 
spoken otherwise than cheerfully of what 
he called his ^ wretched bad eyes.' Some 
people are comforted by pity. To some pity 
itself is an added trial. 

When he left Beauchamp Park, he knew he 
should never see it again. He saw it now 
mistily and dreamily^ but still he saw it^ and 
as sight ebbed from him, he felt, as the seeing 
eye forgets to feel, the inestimable blessing 
of sight. There was no part of his house, 
domain, or property, that he did not visit 
alone, and gaze upon as those gaze who are 
parting from what they cherish for ever. It 
was all done alone. To Annette he would 
have spoken of what he felt ; but she was dead, 
and his thoughts had no other resting-place. 

The day before his departure, he called at 
the Cottage. 

It was in the morning. Mrs. Beauchamp 

p2 
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was hearing Zo^ read. Sybil was in her old 
pkce in the window, not drawing but work- 
ing. Her visits among the poor — and, still 
more, her restlessness of heart and mind — 
had made her betake herself to industry; 
and sometimes remembering old dreams and 
warmly-expressed opinions, she would scorn- 
ftdly smile as she contemplated her present 
homely occupations ; — but there was no need 
of scorn. The useful labour of the fingers is 
often healthful medicine to the mind ; a com- 
posing draught — a draught she much needed. 

When Lord Singleton's tap was heard, she 
felt why he was come, and armed herself with 
iron courage to bid him farewell. 

He came in and took his seat with his 
back to the light. As Mrs. Beauchamp 
sat exactly opposite the window, this posi- 
tion made him almost turn his back to 
Sybil. As he seated himself, he made his 
apology. *' Tou must excuse me. Miss Moore, 
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for I can't help myself. My wretched bad 
eyes will not stand the light." 

This choice of a seat left her undisturbed to 
work, to think, or to contemplate. 

** I am going to London to-morrow, Mrs. 
Beauchamp. I came to wish you all good-bye." 

" We shall much regret your departure," she 
replied, in her old dry way — ^for grief, though 
it makes many an inward change, leaves the 
manners, for the most part, unaltered. " Shall 
you be absent for any considerable time ?" 

" That is what I don't yet know ; but 
I suppose I shall. I shall give myself up, 
and let them do just as they please. It is no 
use to do things by halves." 

** Tou are right. May I say, my dear 
Lord Singleton," Mrs. Beauchamp continued, 
in a softened and slightly faltering voice, 
*'how much of my best wishes and prayers 
accompany you." 

" Thank you, " he replied, quickly and 
shortly, as if her kind words were painful to 
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him. Aiter a moment's thought, however, he 
added, ^^ T am going to do all I can, and aU 
that I am desired, because it may be a conso- 
lation in fiitnre to think I did ; but I know 
very well, and you know too, that there is no 
hope." 

" There may be. God grant there may,** she 
said with unusual warmth of word. 

He shook his head, but made no further 
comment. 

" Have you anything to send, or any com- 
mission I can do for you ?" he began again, 
after a short silence. 

^^ I have a small parcel, which, if you would 
be good enough to deliver, or to have delivered 
carefully to Garrard, I should be much obliged 
to you. Shall I give it you now ? " 

He acquiesced, and she went to a bureau at 
a little distance. 

^^ Gome here, Zo^," said Lord Singleton, 
after a moment's pause. 

The little girl laid down her book, and 
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obeyed his snmmons. He placed his ami 
round her, and then raised up the shade that 
shaded his eyes, and gazed intently into her 
face. Zo^ was not usually tolerant of liberties, 
even from him, but she stood now resigned, 
and still, as if she felt what was in his 
mind. 

Sybil read his desire more plainly, and the 
tears that had been gathering in her eyes 
suddenly fell. — She stooped over her work to 
conceal them. 

After gazing thus on Zod, Lord Singleton, 
still with his arm round her waist, slowly 
turned and fixed the same earnest gaze on 
Sybil. She was not regarding him, and he 
gazed at his pleasure. Yet the disturbance of 
that liberty might possibly have pleased him 
more than its enjoyment, for as he withdrew his 
eyes after a gaze not long, but intent, he sighed. 

The sigh was followed by a moment of ab- 
straction and vacant gazing into the air — and 
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then he pressed his lips on Zo^'s fair fresh 
cheek, and released her. 

He then started up, pulled down his shade, 
took the packet from Mrs. Beauchamp's hand, 
shook hands with each — and was gone. 

Mrs. Beauchamp left the room, Zo^, with 
tears in her eyes — ^touched and sorrowftil with 
she knew not what emotions — ^went to Sybil 
to be comforted. As she gazed up into Sybil s 
face, she saw that she was weeping also, and 
she sat down, awed and still. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



-Tis gone, 'tis past — 



Past, and he knows not, and will never know, 
What treasures of the mine were hidden beneath 
The wild flowers and the weeds. For ever gone ! 
Methinks that I could weep no less for him 
Than for myself, that he should lose mj love — 
It is so great and deep." 

The Vibgin Widow. 



Six or seven weeks after Lord Singleton's 
departure, Mr. Beauchamp went to London to 
pay him a visit, to satisfy his own mind re- 
garding his health, and to report to him on 
the state of his affairs in general. 

On his arrival at the Cottage on the day 
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of his return, Mr. Beauchamp found his wife 
and Sybil together^ and to Mrs. Beanchamp's 
earnest enquiries he made a che^^ answer. 
He said Lord Singleton was submitting to all 
the remedies prescribed, and that all the phy- 
sicians concurred in opinion that there was 
still hope. 

Mrs. Beauchamp was pleased and satisfied. 
Sybil felt that there was more to say, and 
resolved to hear it. 

There was no need for her, however, to 
plan means of extorting Mr. Beauchamp's 
thoughts firom him ; he was ready enough to 
speak, and in the course of the evening, find- 
ing himself with her alone, he rose up firom 
a seeming deep sleep, and waiting for no 
enquiries, said, with emotion in his voice — 

^^ My heart was almost broken in London, 
Sybil, to think of what Lord Singleton was, 
and to see him now. I say it again, it almost 
broke my heart!'' — and he came and stood 
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before the fire, with his back to Sybil, blowing 
his nose and poking the fire together. 

" You said there was hope still ? " she 
asked, at last, longing to hear all he could 
tell — yet, with strange restraint, dreading 
to ask. 

" Tes, yes ; there is what they call hope — 
enough to keep him there, not enough to in- 
spire one gleam in any anxious mind. I went 

to see , and begged him to tell me, as 

a friend, what he thought, and all I got was 
this yague, hopeless hope. He is submitting 
to some very strong remedies — in fact, doing 
all that is required — ^and with a patience and 
gentleness ! . . . . It is that," he continued, 
striking the fire, ^^ that almost unmans me — ^to 
think of what he was, and to see him now. If 
the physicians admitted more of hope, I should 
not take it in, because of this patience ; I see 
in his face that he is doomed to this great 
affliction — ^no one could doubt it. Biddulph. 
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says the same ; Biddulph spoke with tears in 
his eyes. He says, * My lord used to be 
hasty, bat he has the temper of an angel 
now;'*' and Mr. Beauchamp broke off and 
resumed his two employments, striking the 
fire and blowing his nose. 

There was a pause ; then Sybil asked, with 
a quietness that, to her beating heart, sounded 
icy cold — 

"Does he live alone? Are his days all 
passed alone ?" 

" Yes. There it is again ; it is a desolate 
lot — not that he is at all forsaken. He has a 
young man — a very pleasant, nice-mannered 
young man — ^to read and write for him ; and 
Biddulph says he has more visitors than is 
good for him. The world is a good-natured 
world, and where there is real trouble, people 
from whom you would least expect it, show 
they have hearts. Lowry Beauchamp for one. 
•lie is often with him, and exceedingly kind — 
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as, indeed, in his position, he ought to be. He 
is touched — so are they all — ^by his patience. 
I defy them not to be so; but still all are more or 
less strangers. Often, when most kind, their pre- 
sence is most unwelcome. It is a desolate lot." 
He paused a moment, then exclaimed, ^^ My 
poor Annette !'' — and, leaning his head against 
the marble chimney-piece, he burst into tears. 

Quickly rebuking himself, however, for this 
exhibition of emotion, he raised his eyes again, 
and added, with reverence — " But Gk)d's will 
be done.*' 

The course of his thoughts was plain. 
Annette would have given herself up in devo- 
tion to him. And Sybil sat by, with a feeling 
of strange wonder at the mysteries of life ; 
for, could any have guessed, could any have 
revealed it, all that Annette would have done, 
she was there ?rith a living and a willing 
heart to do. But as a secret buried deep in her 
heart, that knowledge must live and die. 
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How little any guessed it, even in her own 
home, Mr. Beanchamp's next words told. 
He sat down, with composure, after his bnrst 
of emotion, and said — 

^^ You must forgive me, my love, for my 
want of self-command. I spoke out to you, 
because I knew I might without fear ; and it 
is a comfort to relieve oneself of sad thoughts. 
My poor wife is very fond of Lord Singleton, 
and her nerves have been sadly shaken ; and 
so I make the best of his case to her. While 
I can with truth say there is hope, I will say 
so to her ; but to you I may give my true 
opinion that there is none.'' 

" I em glad you spoke," Sybil said quietly, 
to Mr. Beauchamp. ^'Remember I am al- 
ways glad to hear." 

To herself she added with bitterness — 
^* YcH, to me the worst may be told without 
fear. To Mrs. Beauchamp such knowledge 
may give pain, but to me it is nothing^ 
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The spring was far advanced before Lord 
Singleton returned to Beauchamp Park. Hope 
had long faded into certainty^ and the last 
gleam of sight had passed from him, and still 
he lingered in London. The young lord had 
always been subject to many human infirmi- 
tieSy and the dread of being pitied was one 
that clung to him. He had borne his afflic- 
tion with something better than philosophy — 
a most Christian resignation and patience — 
but his philosophy failed him in facing the 
thought of his return home. In London he 
could bear the pity his situation excited, but 
there, where he had been so proud and domi- 
neering a lord, there to be a helpless creature 
was an ill very terrible to his fancy. So he lin- 
gered on, tormented with the idea that he 
ought to return, but without the courage to 
act upon his conviction. 

At length some casual observation, dropped 
by unconscious lips, on the subject of duty and 
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cowsniici^^ stmck upon his quick conscience 
snd decided ium. He made up his mind, and 
once made, there was no more hesitation. At 
night he said to Biddnlph — "We will go to- 
morrow,** and in the morning he went. 

A messenger preceded him by only two 
honrSy bat the news flew like wild-fire, and 
the return of the blind yonng lord was an 
oTation. Sharp words^ haste of temper, im- 
perioosne^ of demeanour — all was forgotten — 
one feeling only of hearty sympathy perraded 
all classes, and CTen the * thankless democrats,' 
who had withstood, and would again with- 
stand him, were ready now to join thdr rcnces 
to the chorus of <diouting that wekcHned his 
retnm. 

Lord Singleton had been unprepared for 
such demonstrations of attachment; the re- 
membrance of the winter of the preyioos year. 
had left a rankling sting of distrust behmd. 
and these proofs of feeling overcame him. 
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When, having left his carriage, he stood 
on the steps of his house and turned his 
sightless eyes towards the crowd that had 
followed him, words of gratitude for his 
welcome, refused to come at his bidding. He 
waved his hand and moved his lips, and a 
cry arose which went to his heart of hearts, 
and the proud young lord answered only with 
tears. He waved his hand again, and silently 
entered his abode. 

But no medicine could have been more 
healthjful to his troubled spirit than a recep- 
tion like this. All his former care and in- 
terest for his people awoke with new violence ; 
— ^the spark was there, this lit it into a flame. 
He felt he had yet life before him ; blind as he 
was, still work to do. This dreaded return 
was the beginning of a new life, and this first 
evening of darkness in his home, was an 
evening of light and gladness in his heart. 

The following morning he began his new 

VOL. II. Q 
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life with his aecustamedYigoiir. The young man 
mentioned hj Mr. Besachamp had accom* 
panied him home as his secretary, and with 
his help he determined to do all the bnsmess 
he had formerly done. He was already yery 
independent. With that ready intuition 
which generally accompanies hopeless blindness^ 
he astonished all who surrounded him by his 
knowledge and skiD. ^'When I saw how 
handy my lord was." said Biddulph to Mrs. 
Dawson, '' I knew how it would be before the 
doctors told me. I dedare he sees more with 
them two blind eyes, than I do with my good 
ones ;" and others felt the same ; so quick was 
bis sense of hearing, so maryellous his sense of 
touch, that he appeared to observe and know 
what the keenest sight passed undiscovered. 

His first visit in the morning was to the 
Cottage. He went accompanied by his secre- 
tary ; partly because the way was too intricate 
to trust himself alone without experiment, and 
partly that the visit might be as matter-of- 
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&ct as possible. His agitation the previous 
night; however natural, had not pleased him. 
Being weaker than he was, he had the very 
common wish to seem more strong. His 
nerves having been shaken (less by his afflic- 
tion, than by the strong remedies he had un- 
dergone) he was very unwilling to allow that 
he had nerves at all. This is, under certain 
circumstances, the pardonable infirmity of 
proud and sensitive characters. 

The winter and spring at the Cottage had 
passed over drearily. The daily duties of her 
life, and the new and blessed excitement of 
being necessary to some human beings, had so 
supported Sybil, that she had scarcely paused 
to feel how dreary it was ; but in looking back, 
she almost felt as if she had been walking 
through the valley of death. 

The absence of one, and the death of the 
other — whose companionship had given life 
and spirit to her former days — had robbed her 

q2 
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existence of its charm ; while the sorrowfiil 
circumstances of the family, and the dreary 
wintry weather, left her undisturbed to her 
restless longings and as restless despondency. 
That sickness of the heart which inevitably 
attends all hopelessness, in which the possibility 
of hope survives, had fallen over her, casting 
a shadow, black and dismal, over the visions of 
her life. While it passed, she walked on steadily; 
good and holy thoughts, and thoughts of love 
and charity, beginning to influence and 
strengthen her inner being; but when that 
dismal winter was gone by, she wondered how 
she had endured it. 

The traces of mental suffering were visible 
on Sybil's countenance. She was paler and 
thinner than she had been, and though she 
had gained in thought and softness, she had 
lost in brilliancy and animation. But the eyes 
that might have drawn an infercDce from this 
change could discern no more. 

There is always a certain degree of nervous- 
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ness attending the first meeting with one over 
whom any great change has passed — he it 
mental or bodily, a great sorrow or a great 
joy. There is a fear of showing curiosity — 
there is a fear of seeming inattention — ^there is 
a fear of being voluble, even to a kind of folly 
— and there is a fear of being speechless. 
Above all, there is a drend of being touched 
or affected in a degree painful to the object of 
attention, or an opposite dread of showing a 
manner of callous heartlessness. Even when 
deeper feelings are in question, it by no means 
follows that these seeming trivial cares are 
unfelt. The greater the wish to be all that 
most is desired, the greater the dread of 
giving even the least pain. 

Sybil and Mrs. Beauchamp both nervously 
awaited the meeting with Lord Singleton, and 
when he stood before them, their nervous 
agitation did not abate. He was changed — 
greatly changed — so much so as to be almost 
transformed into a new self. Not that there 
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was any outward cause for so great a change. 
His eyes retamed their aze, and almost their 
colour; but it was like a landscape, from 
whi6h beauty, sunshine, colouring, all at once 
had disappeared. Undoubtedly, after a time, 
new forms of expression would be developed 
on his countenance, and convey his inner life 
through his outward features to those who 
watched and loved him; but now it was a 
blank, characterized only by one touching 
expression of patience and resignation. All 
that eager life and vigour, which had given 
his features character and beauty, was vanished, 
dead, and gone. 

Prepared for change, they yet were startled 
by the change — startled and affected — ^for it 
was one to melt as well as to sadden. 

The first word he spoke, however — a frank 
cheerful greeting — while it recalled himself^ 
gave them also an intimation how he desired 
to be received, and after an instant's ffulure, 
both recovered their powers to meet him 
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OB he wished. Zo6, alone^ whose feelings were 
quick and lively^ unable to master her pitying 
tears, rushed from the room. 

The secretary sat down by Sybil; Mrs. 
Beauchamp conversed with Lord Singleton; 
and so the visit passed. Once only did he 
and Sybil exchange words. 

As he wished her good-bye, he said, kindly, 
holding her hand in his, for the smgle instant 
that his question occupied — ^^ And how have 
you been all this long winter, Miss Moore ?" 

His manner was kind, but too kind. It was 
frank, affectionate, almost brotherly ; it froze her. 

" Quite well, thank you," she replied, with 
the chill of disappointment in her words ; — 
and so they met, and so they parted. 

So they met, and so they parted, and no 
meetings were more satisfactory than these. 
A change came over the spirit of Lord Single- 
ton's intercourse with the Cottage. Annette 
had always been the ostensible cause of his 
visits, however much of late Sybil's presence 
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migbt have added to his desire to be there. 
All this was dianged. He had no wish to 
meet Sybil more than kindness and civility 
required; and thongh sincere affection for 
Mrs. Beanchamp, and sympathy with her 
griefy and many of the small matters which 
constantly require intercourse, took him often 
to the Cottage, it was not the daily intercourse 
of former times. It was rarely, also, that he 
came alone Sometimes his secretary, to 
whom Lord Singleton good-naturedly desired 
to give all the amusement in his power, accom- 
panied him; and more often he was accom- 
panied by a fiiend; for many now, whose 
interest and pity had been strongly excited, 
came to enliven his seclusion, and cheer the 
darkness of his days. 

Sybil sometimes felt that one conversation, 
one interview, undisturbed by the intrusion of 
common interests, undiilled by the presence of 
spectators, would set her mind at rest at once 
and for ever. She fimcied she could thus 
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leani whether indeed and in truth he had given 
up his former wishes, and desured her affection 
no more. Whether he acted for himself or 
for her. This desire was at last gratified. 

She was accustomed to take long walks ; 
exercise had always an attraction to her lively 
and excitable nature; and at this time, her mind 
restless and dissatisfied, sought the relief more 
than ever. She was returning one morning 
from along walk unaccompanied, as was usual, 
by Zo^, when she saw Lord Singleton also 
alone and before her. The church was at 
hand, and to the churchyard gate he was 
directing his steps. 

There he paused and attempted to undo the 
fastening of the gate. Sybil stopped also. 
She had never so forcibly realized that he was 
bUndf as now, when she was able, unperceived, 
to stand and observe his movements. She 
almost felt as if she had no right to take this 
advantage of his state, and though with a 
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straggle, had almost decided to pass by, when 
she perceiYed that he could not nndo the 
lock 

This put an end to her coaptations, and with 
a beating heart, she approached him. — ^At 
her first movement he knew her and looked 
round, and there was a slight change of colour 
as he exdaimed, ''Miss Moore I " 

'' Can I help you?" she said, '' T know the 
fisistening is difficult. 

'' I shall be very much obliged to you," he 
replied. '' It is not my blindness that makes 
me so awkward, but a cut I gave my finger 
last night I ou^t to know this lock as well 
as I know mysdt** 

SyUl undid it. 

He thanked her, and then said in a lower 
Toice, ''Mr. Beauchamp told me yesterday, 
that poor Annette's monument was put up. 
Iwishtolookatit.'' 

" Yes," Sybil replied ; — after a moment, with 
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d constraint she could not shake off^ bat, with 
a blush on her cheek, she said, '^ Shall yon 
find your way, or will you let me show it 
you?" 

^' I know it quite well, thank you,'* he said, 
with a quickness that seemed to say her help 
was undesired. '^ Are you going home ? ** 

^' Yes, I have been taking a long walk. — 
Good-bye." 

He shook hands with her, and entered the 
churchyard. Sybil stood still to watch him. He 
groped his way safely among the graves and 
gravestonesfor a short distance, and she was just 
turning away, with a sad and hopeless feeling, 
when he struck his foot with violence against an 
old gravestone that had almost disappeared in 
the grass. The pain of the blow was so great, 
that he winced, and sat down on the green turf 
of a gravie to recover himself. 

Whether or no it was right for her to be 
there, Sybil did not stop to think, but hastened 
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to him at onoe. ^' You had better let me guide 
yoa ; I am sore yoa have hurt yourself/' she 
exclaimed. 

"Pride has had a fall," he said, with a 
amile. '' As you are still here, I wiU accept 
with gratitude the assistance I rejected. I 
thought I knew every grave in the church- 
yard ; but I was mistaken, it seems.'' 

He rose, and held out his arm. She took 
ity and guided him along. 

The monument was just finished ; it was a 
plain cross of white marble, the shaft of 
which was six feet high. This stood at the 
head of the grave ; at the foot was a stone, on 
which was cut the inscription. 

Lord Singleton examined both sides, feeling 
every part with his hand. He could not quite 
make out the inscription, and turning to where 
he supposed her to stand, he begged her to 
read it to him. It was only this : — 
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ANNETTE BEAUCHAMP, 

AasD 23. 

Lord have mercy apon me I 

"Why did they put that?" he inquired. 
^' It is not a text I should have chosen for her." 

" It was done at Annette's request," Sybil 
replied. " She made it in the letter she left 
for her mother." 

" Had Annette any doubt of mercy ? Who 
may feel safe, if Annette was not safe ?" 

He spoke more to himself than to Sybil, and 
she did not answer him. He hardly seemed 
to perceive that she did not speak. He stood 
over the grave, thoughtful and pondering, as if 
some new idea had dawned upon his mind. 

" Was not Annette happy in her death ?" he 
suddenly began again. 

" She was not unhappy in her death," was 
Sybil's reply, an uneasy feeling stealing over 
her at his question, **but I think she was 
sorry to leave this world." 
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^* That was strange, was it not ?" he asked, 
and he turned his sightless eyes upon her. 

"Was it?*' Syba said, sadly. "I cannot 
teU. Though good enough to die, she was 
young to be weary of life." 

" I meant," he explained, " that 1 thought 
women were not -tied and bound to this world, 
as men are." 

Sybil half smiled at his conclusion, but he 
had already turned his eyes to the grave 
again ; and she did not suppose he would care 
to argue out the question. 

She was right ; that was not the thought in 
his mind. Presently he said, in a low, grave 
voice, his eyes fixed upon the grave, " Did 
Annette care for anv one ?" 

She paused before she answered. He raised 
his eyes and fixed them upon her. ^^ I cannot 
tell," she then replied, in a tone that involun- 
tarily was cold. 

As if rebuked, he turned his head away. 
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Quickly reproaching herself for the un- 
generous feeling, which withheld the confirma^ 
tion of what he evidently already knew, she 
added, ^^I have sometimes thought so." 

He turned again, and moved a step or two 
towards her, pausing, however, before, with a 
quivering lip, he asked, " Did she care for 
me. 

"I have sometimes thought so," Sybil 
faintly repeated. 

^^ Blind, blind idiot I" he exclaimed, striking 
his forehead passionately, and retracing the 
few steps he had advanced, he leant his head 
and arm against the cross beam of the marble 
cross. Thence, through his fingers, Sybil.saw 
large tears falling upon the grave. 

She stood by like one turned to stone. 
Every hope of her own seemed to die and bury 
itself under the turf before her. If aught she 
felt, it was jealousy of the inanimate form 
beneath. 
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Lord Singleton's indulgence of emotion was 
but short. Ashamed, perhaps, to let it appear 
before her. He returned to the place where 
he had laid his hat on approaching the grave, 
stooped and picked it up, and then addressed 
her. "I beg your pardon. Miss Moore," 
he said, in his usual tone, '^ I am quite ready 
now. If you will be so kind as to guide me 
back to the gate, I will detain you no longer.'* 

He held out his arm, and she led the way 
in silence. There he shook her hand, thanked 
her, and went on his way alone. 

And so again they met, and again parted. 

This opportunity, so long desired, from 
which so much had been expected, what had 
it done for her? It had convinced her of his 
indifference ; but did it make her indifferent? 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

<< Now, at the last gaap of Loye's latest breath, 
When his pulse failmg Passion speechless lies, 
When Faith is kneeling at the bed of death, 

And Innocence is closing up his eyes — 
Now if thou would'st, when all have given over, 
From Death to Life thou might'st him yet recover/' 

Dbatton. 



^^ Beauchamp Park, 
"August 10th. 
"My Deab Lowrt, 
" As I have, unfortunately; a good deal of 
leisure time for thought, I sometimes think of 
my faults, or rather, to word it more cor- 
rectly, sometimes when I am condemned to 
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reflection, my fkolts must unwelcomely intrade 
upon me. Among those faults I have lately 
been disposed to place my conduct on a cer- 
tain occasion to you and to Miss Moore. I 
don't mean to say that I did not intend to do 
well, but I now think, though the intention 
was good, that my behaviour was unwarrant- 
able. When you so kindly visited me in 
London, we did not touch on such personal 
subjects, but for many reasons I am anxious to 
speak of them now. Perhaps you know, or 
perhaps you do not know, that 1 have ceased to 
be Miss Moore's guardian. I have, therefore, 
nothing whatever to say to her or her concerns, 
except as a friend. But as a friend, I can 
never cease to be interested about her. 

" My purpose in writing to you, is simply 
this : if you care about her still, it speakd well 
for your constancy. If she cares, ever did or 
ever should care about you, it speaks well for 
youj for her mind is a tried and right, mind 
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now, and I should not distrust her choice as 
once I might have done. Should you there- 
fore be disposed to do so, I beg you to come 
and pass a few days here, and see what you 
can do. 

** After what I formerly said, I must come 
now to mercenary matters. I think you told 
me you were by some hundreds riches than you 
were. Miss Moore is poorer. She will not have 
aboyefive-hundred pounds ayear,but should she 
be disposed to accept you, I will give her (or to 
you who will not grudge methatpleasure), fifteen 
thousand pounds on her marriage. Fart of this, 
as I will explain to you, is almost a debt, the rest 
is a gift r willingly give, and if I live but a 
few years, my heir shall not be the poorer for 
it. If I die soon my heir will have got it 

" I do not think you are likely to be happy 
as a poor man, but with these arrangements 
you will be above poverty, and with your 
talents, if you pleased, you might do some- 

b2 
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thing in the world. I know nothing whatever 
about yonrs or Miss Moore's sentiments, but 
as yon are both still unmarried^ it sometimes 
crosses my mind that there may have been 
deeper feelings engaged than I supposed. If 
I am altogether mistaken, bum my letter and 
think of what I say no more. It has eased 
my mind to write, and that is all that concerns 
mey though at the same time I am most truly 
anxious for yours and Miss Moore's hap- 
piness. 

** As I could not let my secretary be the 
confidant of this letter, you must excuse its 
being totally illegible. Come here when you 
like, and as you like. I think I shall be alone 
this month. Next month, a few people are 
coming here. 

"lam, 

" Yours affectionately, 

" Singleton." 

The purport of this letter had been for 
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some time brooding in Lord Singleton^s mind. 
The doubt which had withheld him, was the 
old doubt as toXowry Beauchamp's worthiness, 
but he thought better of him now than he 
had done. Lord Singleton was very little 
disposed to over-estimate human nature in 
general; but he was very much inclined to 
over-estimate any who showed kindness to 
him. He had received much attention and 
sympathy from his cousin in London, and 
since then a change of mind regarding him 
had begun to take place. 

It was not till the letter was written, that he 
was aware of the exquisite pain the plan un- 
folded in that letter gave him. Not for the pain, 
however, did he pause to think, until it was 
liealed, directed, and given to his servant ; 
then, for a time, he sat in sad and bitter 
meditation. More than once, twice, or thrice 
before, he had said it was the last time 
in which he would revolve the inevitable 



248 THE TOUNG LORD. 

that frankness and courage were more likely to 
impress her favourably, than any of the more 
insinuating ways he sometimes had practised. 

One morning, therefore, having accidentally 
discovered the direction in which she was 
going to walk, he proceeded to follow her 
steps. Had Lord Singleton known what that 
day might bring forth, he would not have 
gone, as he did, so calmly to attend a distant 
railway board. He had no idea his cousin 
had determined on operations, so decisive, and 
so like his own. 

^' I thought I should find you in this direc- 
tion," Lowry Beauchamp said to Sybil, as they 
met. ^^ Singleton is gone out for the day, 
and has left me to myself." 

The latter part of the speedi seemed to 
explain the firsts and, though annoyed at his 
company, Sybil was too indiiSerent really to 
care whether he accompanied her or not. 

She made a civil answer, and they went on 
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together. Before she had thought of any 
observation to make, he began, suddenly — 

^'We parted in anger. Miss Moore, two 
years ago — in anger on your side, at least, 
as I was very well aware — and, perhaps, a 
just anger. Have you forgiven me ?" 

It was very long since Sybil had considered 
the subject, and she really did not know 
whether she had forgiven him or not. She 
only said, 

^^ It is a foolish thing to go back to what is 
entirely past and gone. Do not let us speak 
of such things." 

" They may be past and gone to you, but 
they are not so to me, I have never forgotten 
them, or you." 

"Mr. Beauchamp," she replied, colouring, 
and drawing herself up haughtily, "such 
speeches are yerj unwelcome to me. If once 
I was young and foolish enough to listen to 
them, I am so no longer." 
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** You are not so old," he said with a smile, 
^^ as to make your listening an unpardonable 
folly. Tou must listen to me for my own 
sake. I loved you in those by-gone days ; I 
love you still. I do not speak in folly, but in 
sober earnest. Nay, listen," he said, stretch- 
ing out his hand and interrupting the inter- 
ruption which he saw her anxious to give. " I 
came here with Singleton's leave, nay, at his 
invitation, to try my fate — otherwise, eveiv 
although I had not forgotten, I should cer- 
tainly not have dared to approach you again. 
Formerly, I knew he did not approve of my 
feelings ; now he does so. I speak with his 
sanction. Consider the subject. Do not sup- 
pose I ask, or hope for an immediate decision. 
I only ask the permission to try to win you. 
Now speak." 

He had been intently watching her, and the 
change of colour, the cloud on her counte- 
nance at his words, did not escape him. A 
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thought flashed through his mind ; but like a 
thought that is not noticed while another is 
uppermost. — His own fate was uppermost now. 

^^ It is a case that needs no thought/' she 
said) her good judgment, her better feelings 
struggling with the proud answer she was dis* 
posed to give — ^pride, not against him, but 
against the prompter of his words. " Thank 
70U for having thought of me so long ; but it 
is now and for ever impossible." 

"You are very decided in your expres- 
sions/' he observed, with disappointment and 
mortification. 

" It is best to be so. I only speak as I feel. 
Let us never return to this subject again." 

He walked by her side in silence, his coun- 
tenance far less disturbed, his footsteps far 
more calm and subdued, than hers. At last 
he fixed his eyes upon her again, and said, 

" I think your decision will cause Singleton 
some regret. I think he has thought with 
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pleasure of having a cousin's right to your in- 
terest and society/' 

A faint tinge of red on her cheek was sue* 
ceeded by a marble paleness — ^and this, again, 
by a deeper glow, as she said, at last,' 

" I am extremely sorry to disappoint Lord 
Singleton ; but questions like these are too 
solemn, and involve too much of happiness, for 
any such considerations to influence in their 
decision. Let us speak of it no more/' 

" We do not, I hope, again part in anger," 
he said after some moments. 

*^ No, indeed," she replied with kindness and 
cordiality ; and thankful to be left to herself, 
she took the hint she thought his words im- 
plied, and held out her hand. 

He left her in some perturbation of mind; 
and the chief part of the day, walked about 
in uncertainty and reflection. Many people 
struggle with temptations to the indidgence 
of a bad feeling or action ; it is less common 
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to struggle as he was doing — with a good one. 
He returned home still in uncertainty. 

When the young secretary, who had the 
tact to keep early hours, had left Lord Single- 
ton ani his cousin alone that evening, the 
former observed — "I think you are out of 
spirits to-night, Lowry. Has anything par- 
ticular happened to-day ?** 

" Do you perceive in me any marks of a 
disappointed lover?" said his cousin, with a 
slight laugh. 

" How do you mean ?'' cried Lord Singleton, 
rising up in his chair. 

' ^' I am that miserable object," he continued 
in the same tone. ^^ Miss Moore and I have 
had an amicable conference to-day, and we 
part friends. Friends — ^nothing more. She 
is perfectly decided on that point." 

Lord Singleton was sorry for his cousin, but 
no regret for him, could make his communica- 
tion otherwise than a relief. Lowry's eyes 
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were fixed intently on that sightless face 
which conld be perosed at pleasure, and he 
saw it. 

^' I am Sony,'* Lord Sin^eton said, kindly ; 
'^ bat on such things the least said is the best. 
If she was decided, you will not care long. It 
is only uncertainty that maddens one." 

" Very true. I never felt less mad, and am 
philosopher enough to fed already that it is 
all for the best One is worked up at the 
moment to be captivated by certain ideas ; but 
the delusion being past, I believe I am far 
happier as a single gentleman." 

" That I doubt," said Lord Singleton, with 
decision. 

'^ You may doubt it, but I don't. And now 
let us, if you please, change the subject of our 
discourse fi:^m me to you. Why don't you 
marry ? Matrimony may be, it is ^ doubtful 
point with me, and all men like me — ^but with 
your position and your habits, and in your 
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present state, it is indispensable to happiness/' 
<< It is easy to say to me, ' why don't you 
marry ?' " was Lord Singleton's reply ; " but 
who, do you suppose, would like to be a nurse 
to a blind man ?" 

^' That is false modesty, my dear Singleton* 
You have advantages enough to offer, to make 
the situation of your wife a very desirable one. 
But, besides this, women are kind souls, almost 
all of them ; and I believe it is a pleasure to 
them — a natural pleasure — ^to alleviate afflic- 
tions, and cheer life. I have seen a great 
deal of women, and though I have seen a few 
naturally selfish, they are but the few. With 
most women — and not only very good women 
—41 misfortune like yours would be no dis- 



^' People speak of marriage as if it were a 
mere state," said Lord Singleton, smiling, 
^^ You are not the only person who has urjged 
upon me that a wife is indispensable to 
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my condition — a wife^ as if a wife were a 
thing. 1 have somewhere seen it said, that 
^ marriage is Heaven or hell/ and though the 
words are forcible enough, they are not a bit 
too forcible to express my opinion. Look at 
that ihmg — ^a wife — ^that some people have, 
and ask yourself if solitude, however burden- 
some, is not better ?" 

" People get used to everything," observed 
Lowry Beauchamp. 

" And that is the very thing I should dread. 
Conceive a man getting 'osed to a woman like 
Mrs. Homer. How he must have lost all 
taste and dignity, and niceness of feeling, 
before he can get used to such a woman as 
his Mend and companion. No!" — ^He con- 
tinued, starting up, and speaking with his old 
vehemence. — " There is no prayer I would, in 
my present circumstances, more fervently 
pray, than that I may be preserved from the 
temptation of loving unworthily." 



THE TOUNG LORD. 257 

^'Mrs. Homer is not a woman/' said his 
cousin, laughing : ^^ she is a genus by herself, 
and there b no fear of your falling into clutches 
like hers. But there may be some, even here- 
abouts, who might be very worthy of being 
loved, even by your fastidious affections." 

" There was one woman," Lord Singleton 
said, sadly, " who, I think, would have loved 
me, even as I am, and who, though she might 
not be my first choice, I could have loved and 
reverenced enough to submit to be dependent 
upon her. She is dead. That was Annette 
Beauchamp." 

** And who was yoijr first choice ?" 

" Now, Lowry," he said quickly, ** you are 
passing the bounds of discretion. Let us 
leave this subject." 

Lowry Beauchamp had one more struggle to 
overcome — a good prompting of his conscience; 
but it was too powerful, it overcame him. 
Compassion is a divine gift tq man, which, 
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disregarded, may possibly wear its quickness 
and liveliness out, but which, fortunately, 
is beyond man's power entirely to quench. 
Compassion for the affliction of his cousin was 
fast delivering Lowry Beauchamp from his old 
bad feelings of jealousy and ill-will. 

*^ What did you think of Lydiard, yester- 
day?" Lord Singleton inquired, by way of 
leaving the subject — ^Lydiard being the rector 
of Eotherham. 

"Why should not Miss Moore do?" was 
his cousin's reply. " She is not of the Mrs. 
Homer genus ; and it strikes me as just pos- 
sible, that even a fastidious man might pass his 
life happily with her." 

" No, no ! — ^not Miss Moore," said Lord 
Singleton, shortly. 

" Do you know. Singleton, that it suggested 
itself to me, to-day — one of those sudden 
inspirations one has — that Miss Moore likes 
you, is in love with you, or whatever is the 
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discreetest waj of wording such a delicate 
subject.'' 

^^ No, no I '' Lord Singleton said, shaking his 
head decisively, though the glow on his cheek 
showed how little he heard him with indif- 
ference — '^ I don't pretend to infallibility, but 
my eyes are rather acute on such subjects, 
and when a speaking countenance, like Miss 
Moore's, is in question, I may say I am cer- 
tain that they are not mistaken.'' 

^^ You are mistaken in this case,'' Lord Sin- 
gleton said, in the same short way ^^ Depend 
upon it, you are. Say no more about it." 

" Not another word. If men choose to be 
wilful and obstinate, let them be so — I don't 
care. Let us change the subject. What do 
you think of Lydiard ?" 

" It is not obstinacy, Lowry — I am very 
much obliged to you. It is —— ' He 
paused and hesitated ; then, in his usual frank 
way, said — " You deserve it of me that I should 

s2 
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spenk out — ^it cannot be— one onght not to be 
too proud to* own such things— because she has 
refused me/' 

'^ Indeed I " exclaimed his cousin, in extreme 
surprise. *^ She is a singular young lady. 
When was that?" 

^^ Last year, long before this state of things 
— and not mildly — ^most decisively." 

^' Then, of course, my dear Singleton, my 
observations are founded on wrong premises. 
I beg your pardon for having annoyed you on 
such an unpleasant subject Let us leave it. 
Now for that poor man. What do t/ou think 
of Lydiard?" 

With a strong eflfort Lord Singleton banished 
his excited and troubled thoughts, laughed, 
and rejoined — 

<'I think him the one wise and upright 
man that may be found in a thousand. What 
was your impression ?*' 

^^ Wisdom and uprightness do not come 
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under my observations. I thought him well- 
informed and agreeable, and though an enthu- 
siasty not an unpleasant one." 

'^ If ever any good is to be done at that 
wretched Botherham/' Lord Singleton said, 
with warmth, ^'he is the man to do. He 
makes the people all, from the red republicans 
with their sharp intellects, to the poor, sense- 
less, ragged vagabonds, love him and fear him ; 
and if good can be done, which in my despond- 
ing days I sometimes doubt, he will be the 
man to win them to good ; not me," he added, 
in a lower voice, " as once I presumptuously 
supposed." 

^^So I should suppose, a leetle bit of a 
Jesuit." 

" Not the least in the world. He is a gen- 
tleman, and knows when to speak and when 
to be silent. That is all Compare him and 
poor Homer. Not that Horner is not equally 
good. I will say that for him ; he is a man 
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without Tioe in him ; but he is a poor creature, 
and the older he gets the more poor he is. 
One of my faults that has no place for repen- 
timce, is his appointment here ; unless the 
Queen is good enough to make him a bishop, 
and that I really cannot advise her to do, here 
he is for life, and we must make the best of it. 
But since I am become a poor creature myself, 
it is really a serious grievance.'' 

When Lord Singleton went to bed, he 
lighted a candle, as was his unbroken habit, 
unbroken by any consciousness that his day 
and night himself he made, and then came 
back holding it in his hand, and said to his 
cousin — 

" I appreciate your kindness to-night, 
Lowry ; I know it must have been an effort, 
at least I am sure it would have been so, 
under the same circumstances, to me. If 
it were not that there was a mistake, you 
would have done me an inestimable service ; 



THE TOUNO LORD. 263 

and that there was a mistake, makes no 
difference in my sense of what you did/' 

Lord Singleton very little knew what bad 
feelings against him had formerly reigned in 
Lowry Beauchamp's mind, he could therefore 
only partly guess the effort of which he spoke. 
Lowry could, and in the very novel feeling of 
an approving conscience, he found a pleasura- 
ble sensation which was strange to him. 

'^ Don't be quite certain that I am mis- 
taken,'' were his last words. ^^ As I tell you, 
women are kind souls, and pity may have 
worked a marvellous change." 

"Pity I" Lord Singleton exclaimed, with 
some heat, wincing at the word. It was not 
Sybil's pity that he would have been satisfied 
to win. " No, no," he added, " it is all a mis- 
take," and he walked away with his lighted 
candle to bed. 



Lord Singleton was perfectly sincere in his 
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decided negatiye to the possibility of Sybil's 
attachment, perfectly sincere in saying in- 
wardly, that if pity was all that had worked a 
change, he did not even wish to have it ; and 
so having said and decided, he thought he 
banished the subject from his mind ; but im- 
pressions are made without the will, and with 
which the decisions of the judgment have no- 
thing to do. His cousin's words took root in 
his mind, and no effort could shake them off. 
Their effect was a restlessness very much in 
contrast to the tranquil serenity of mind and 
behaviour, which since his return home had 
been, as is most common with blind people, 
stealing over him ; a calm, which if somewhat 
sad, was still a calm. With bis newly- 
awakened restlessness, some outward impa- 
tience, hastiness of manner and temper ror 
appeared. 

" I suppose I am saying a wrong thing," 
Mr. Beauchamp observed one day to his wife 
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and Sybil, ^* bnt I assure you it gave me a 
feeling of real pleasure to hear poor Lord Sin- 
gleton blow Biddnlph up just now, in his old 
way. Of course his patience and gentleness is 
most admirable, but it is so unlike him, I could 
almost wish it away." 

Biddulph felt the same on the occasion*— 
^VWhy my lord's my lord again !" he observed, 
cheerfully, to Mrs. Dawson, when the sharp 
rebuke for some carelessness came to an end. 

For some weeks this restlessness of mind 
endured. When in Sybil's presence he strained 
his ears to catch the intonations of her voice, 
hoping there to discover a tone of repenting. 
He longed, till his blind eyes seemed bursting 
with desire, to observe whether her eyes turned 
with interest upon him. But this was all he 
did. A something that was not pride, but partly 
natural temperament, and partly a desire to 
build no more barriers between them, withheld 
him from what is commonly called, ^ feeling 
his way.' 
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At length, one morning he said to himself — 
^^ Is it possible that I, as I belieye a sensible 
man, can torment myself thus, when certainty 
is in my power ; am I so poor and mean a 
creature, that I cannot bow my pride to ven- 
ture, for what if lost is no greater loss, and if 
won, is a gain worth all ventures." 

The words were no sooner said than the 
mist cleared from his eyes, and his resolve was 
taken. 

It happened that the day before this, a 
request had been made to him, in enforcing 
which Sybil's name had been used. Taking 
advantage of this circumstance, he went boldly 
down to the Cottage. 

" Don't disturb yourself, Mrs. Beauchamp," 
he said, as he entered, hearing the quick close 
of Zo^'s reading-book ; " I come to speak to 
Miss Moore. Tour friend Bxii protegey Esther 
Shepherd," he continued, turning quickly 
towards her with a smile, " came to me yes- 
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terday to ask me to throw down her house 
and build it up again, and backed her some- 
what unconscionable request — ^for the house is 
a good house — ^with the assurance that if I 
did so, Miss Moore would be for ever obliged 
to me." 

Sybil's colour rose, and with impetuous 
warmth (a sudden rise of temper, which showed 
how, in spite of trial and thought and priU'- 
ciple, the old root, though decayed, was living 
within), expressed her surprise and displeasure 
at the freedom taken with her name, and dis- 
claimed any interest in the matter. 

Lord Singleton did not notice the burst of 
indignation, in truth was not to be rebuffed by 
it, and when she had replied, replied again — 
'^ I shall be too happy, as you may well ima^ 
gine, to do anything that can give you plea- 
sure; and if poor Esther has not lost all 
interest in your eyes by her misuse of your 
name, will you walk down to her cottage with 
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me, and we will see if some satisfaction cannot 
be given her. It is but a step." 

Sybil's pride, thongh still living, no longer 
had sole dominion over her. She was ashamed 
of her warmth, and after an instant's hesitation 
and embarrassment, consented to accompany 
him. 

In two or three minutes she had taken his 
erm, and was guiding him along through a 
copse, which formed a short cut to the cottage 
in question. 

They walked along in silence. Sybil's em- 
barrassment increased. As he did not seem 
disposed to speak, she felt speak she must; 
and casting her eyes about, framed her lips 
into this too natural, but with such a com- 
panion, inappropriate remark, 

'^I believe we say it every autumn, but 
how beautifully the leaves have faded this 
year." 

^* Have they? " he replied absently. 
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The absent tone grieved and shamed her ; to 
her quick remembrance, it was not absent, but 
reproachful and sad; and full of penitent regret, 
she cried, with unguarded impetuosity, 

" Forgive me ! " 

"What did I say ? what did you say ? " he 
asked, startled. 

"Nothing,*' she replied, colouring again 
with shame and anger, at what appeared to 
be either indifference to what she said, or 
unconsciousness of her presence. 

They walked but a few moments more in 
silence, then he took courage, and said, 

" Forgive msj if I was absent. I was so. 
I was revolving in my mind a question on 
which all my happiness depends. It is nearly 
a year and a half ago. Miss Moore, that I 
spoke to you of an attachment which I had 
long silently cherished in my mind. It was on 
a day I never think of without shame and 
pain. You rejected me ; and I said then, not 
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to you only, but to my o¥fii heart also, that I 
would thmk of you no more ; but I have not 
kept my word* Sybil, I know what I am domg 
now — I know what a heart and what a joyless 
life it is I offer you agam. I can hardly tell 
what it is that prompts me to this act of daring; 
for hope I have no grounds to have. But it 
is done. If you have never repented of what 
you then said, do not grieve to give me pain 
by repeating it ; — ^what has been long borne can 
be borne still ; but if you ever have repented, 
or feel in yourself that you could repent, — ^I 
have not been too proud, Sybil, to offer you my 
afflicted life ; do not you be too proud to say 
that you will give me happiness." 

" I do repent — I have long repented," she 
cried with ardent, ingenuous frankness. Not 
for one instant would she keep him in fear and 
pain ; not for one instant would she let her 
pride put on the false veil of a misplaced 
modesty. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

" Summer departs, 

The snows of Winter fall, 
Winter glides bj. 

Then comes a Spring to all. 
In the morning, Mountains ; 
In the evening, Fountains.'' 

Old Proverb. 



On the tenth of October, Lord Singleton was 
married. The weather was mild and sunny, 
and promised a short continaance of its an- 
tunmal beauty. To take advantage of the fast 
fading days of autumn, the rejoicings for the 
marriage took place four days afterwards. 
These were no showy or pompous festivities, 
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but arose from a simple desire on the part of 
Lord Singleton, that his people should share 
in his happiness. Beauchamp Park was thrown 
open to all who chose to come, and there 
amusement was provided for the body — sub- 
stantial comforts for the appetite — and wonders 
for the eye* The celebrations were to close 
with fire-works, which in that out-of-the-world 
district, had never been seen before. 

Towards the close of the day. Lord Single- 
ton and Sybil wandered out and mingled with 
the crowd. With intuitive tact, the people 
perceived at once, that he was come, like 
themselves, to enjoy himself, and forebore to 
greet him with such tumultuous marks of plea- 
sure, as must have shortly driven him away. 
But though no voices shouted their welcome 
on his ear, on him every eye was fixed — every 
game was suspended, every conversation 
broken up as he passed; and as his steps 
moved along, before and behind him, every 
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head was uncovered in silent reverence and 
affection. It was a touching sight, to see him 
who was the one on that day^ from whom hap- 
piness flowed ; the one to give honour by his 
words ; the one on whom every eye in homage 
was bent; himself dependent, as the blind 
must be ; an object as much of compassion as 
of honour. 

In passing a group of the rudest and fiercest 
democrats of the town of Eotherham, Lord 
Singleton^s great.e8t opponents, Sybil observed, 
with surprise, the same mark of attention — 
namely, the heads, uncovered as he passed, and 
remaining uncovered while their eyes, uncon- 
sciously perhaps, pursued his steps. She 
remarked upon it to him. 

" It must be for you,** he said. 

" No," she replied, laughing, " they stare at 
me as a wonder, but their attentions are for 
you. 

" Perhaps it is as you say," he said, after a 
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moment. ^^ Perhaps it is one of the sweet 
uses of adversity, that it should be so. I do 
believe that they, and all, would do anything 
for me now. I must presume upon it, but 
the more shame it will be, if we do not do 
all we can for them ; or if I, in mj own hap- 
piness, allow myself to forget theirs." 

"That will not be possible," said Sybil, 
smiling, " at least, if you do, you must change 
your nature. Long as I have known you — 
and it seems to me a lifetime — I never knew 
you to care for any pleasure that was only 
your own." 

"None are safe," he said, gravely. "I 
don't say it as a truism, but feeling it in my 
heart ; and I less than any. Is that Mrs. 
Horner?" he asked, an instant afterwards. 

" Yes ; but a great way oflf. How did you 
know?" 

" I felt her," he said, laughing. " I have 
such a dislike to that woman, that she affects 

t2 
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me with a bodOy shuddering, — such a dislike 
that I never can lose an opportunity of being 
civil to her ; so let us go to her, or them, at 
once.** 

Mr. Homer had been visited with such 
extreme agitation, after performing the mar- 
riage-service for Lord Singleton and Sybil, that 
his wife had wrung from him a confession of 
his former admiration of Miss Moore — a secret 
which, whether rightly or wrongly, he had 
hitherto locked in the recesses of his bosom. 
The eonfession had excited no agreeable feel- 
ings in Mrs. Homer's mind, and she had in- 
dulged every day since then — and this day in 
particular — ^in many severe and highly sensi- 
ble, remarks on Sybil's faults ; her frivolity 
(that is her beauty, and some little vanity) ; 
and her want of steadiness (that is, her occa- 
sional excitements), and deviations from the 
regular routine of conversation and conduct. 

In no sweet mood of mind she prepared to 
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meet her now; but her hearty though bony^ 
was vulnerable ; and as Sybil came towards 
them, so radiantly beautiful, so touchingly 
happy, guiding along her blind husband, and 
yet, while she guided, evidently leaning on him 
in her profound admiration and esteem, — the 
bony heart melted, and she received her with 
her best of manners and best of graciousness. 
This best of manners, chiefly consisted in the 
frequent and fluent use of Sybil's new name ; 
for the strong minded woman would have dis- 
dained to feel any difficulty or awkwardness in 
so simple a change. 

As Lord Singleton and his bride took leave 
ot Mr. and Mrs. Homer, and wandered on 
down the park, a voice behind Mr. Homer, 
said, 

" What God has joined together — I think. 
Homer, that will be a happy marriage.'' 

It was Mr. Lydiard who spoke. 

^^ Yes," Mr. Homer replied, not daring to 
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express all he felt about it, lest he should ex- 
press himself too strongly. 

^^ I have every reason to think Lady Single- 
ton is well-disposed," observed Mrs. Homer, 
^^and I have no doubt, iviA timej she will 
awake to the responsibilities of her station." 

^^Kesponsibilities!" said Mr. Lydiard, with a 
thoughtful sigh, "yes Mrs. Homer, you are 
right. On a day like this and with a sight like 
that, one is apt to dream something too wildly 
of the happiness and beauty of this world — ^but 
that word responsibility sets all right again. 
If they are honoured — ^the greater the effort to 
let it be deserved j if they are happy — ^the 
greater the need that they who have gathered 
less should have no lack." 

" Where are my little vagabonds ? '* he ex- 
claimed, an instant afterwards, looking round 
with a smile. " I promised them a sight of, 
and, if I could, a word from, the bride and 
bridegroom ; and happy as the day has been, 
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they have never let me forget it. — ^Now is my 
time." 

He moved away, and collected together 
twelve little boys, formerly little vagabonds 
from the street at Rotherham, now under his 
peculiar care and guardianship, growing up 
into as respectable a class of little beings as 
could well be seen. He called them to a race, 
and preceded them down thesmooth green sword 
of the park, until he halted within a short dis- 
tance of Lord Singleton and Sybil. He then 
went and made his request; and while the 
little creatures stared wonderingly. on the 
lovely face of the one, and the sightless eyes of 
the other, an impression of admiration and 
compassion was imprinted on their young 
minds, which never, perhaps, would pass away. 

Having provided themselves for such occa- 
sions, a shower of small coins were flung into 
the air, and while the boys laughed, and 
shouted, and struggled, Lord and Lady Single- 
ton walked on. 
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At a distance, away from the crowd, silently 
looking on, stood Mr. and Mrs. Beauchamp, 
and Zoe. 

Sybil observed them; but for a moment 
doubted whether or not she should notice their 
presence. — ^Amid all their sincere rejoicing in 
her happiness, and Lord Singleton's hope&l 
prospects, she had not failed to perceive that 
the traces of silent tears were more frequent 
than ever. Yet after an instant's thought, she 
felt that what was kindest, was also best, and 
since others had been noticed, it would not 
have beeo what was kindest to pass them by. 

The interview, however, though warm, was 
short. The traces — and almost more than 
traces — of tears were there this day, heavy 
look about the eyes, and tremulous movements 
around the lips— 7and after a few words, and 
a request that Zo^ might be allowed to sleep 
at the Park, for a better enjoyment of Jthe 
fireworks, again they wandered on. 
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" I know they suffer to-day," Sybil said to 
Lord Singleton. "For many, many years 
such a time as this must have haunted their 
minds, only with another name joined to yours. 
It could not have been otherwise.*' 

^^I hope/' Lord Singleton sadly replied, 
" that an error of judgment is not visited upon 
us like an error of intention. If it were so, 
little indeed of happiness would be mine. I 
shrink now from the remembrance of the suf- 
fering which I, in very thoughtlessness must 
have caused Poor Annette ! " 

"Poor Annette!" Sybil as sadly said. 
" When this life seems to me too, too happy — 
when, as now, I am disposed to look on it as 
an enchanted land — ^then I must turn my eyes 
to her grave, and remember her blighted hap- 
piness. Why — oh ! why am I so unspeakably 
blest, while she — so far more worthy of it — 
was denied a blessing? May God make me 
worthy of what I have ! " 
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Her voice kindled and her cheek flashed as 
she spoke. Lord Singleton could feel, as he 
heard the tones of her voice, what the glowing 
beauty of her upraised face must be; and 
while he turned his sightless eyes downward, 
he murmured — " Oh, Sybil ! to think I shall 
never see you ! " 



THE END. 
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" In these memoirs, more charming and varied than those of Silvio Pellico, Mr. Herzen 
narrates the most adventurous episodes of his life. Thrown into contact with a succession of 
strange characters— soldiers, police, government ftinctlonaries, high and low— be was enabled 
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de Medicisj nor has the dilBcult problem of combining with the fidelity of biography the 
graphic power of dramatic delineation been often more suocessftilly solved than by the 
talented author of the volumes before us. As a personal narrative. Miss Pardoe's admirable 
bK^raphy possesses the most absorbing and constantly sustained interest } as a historical 
record of the events of which it treats, its merit is of no ordinary description."— 
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wife of Paul I., and the confidential companion of the Duchess of Bourbon, her 
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de Beaumarchais, Rousseau, Lavater, Bemouilli, Raynal, de TEp^ Huber, 
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Baroness d'Oberldrch was the very woman to write Memoirs that would Interest Aitnrv 
generatloot. We commend these volumes most heartily to every reader. They are a 
perfect magasine of pleasant anecdotes and interesting characteristic things. We lay 
down these charming volumes with regret. They will entertain tha most faatldlima 
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0PIV10N8 ov THB pane. 

** Miss Fretr bss dons wisely to follow op htr ' Lift of If srgaorlte D*Angoal6ms * with 
• lifo of M Mrgu«rit«*s ctlebrated dmghter Jasoiie, Qooen of N«f arrt. Tbt Utter was. In 
trutbf « renerfcable woman In an age dlatlngulshed for remarkable women, and towen above 
all her contemporaries, Ellubeth of England not exoepted. Bom In 1628, Jeanne became 
Qneen of Navarre on the death of her father. In IM, and reigned with great distinction 
and hononr till her death, In 1S73. Jeanne's position and character are well portrayed by 
Hiss Freer. The qaallties for which she was remarkable are noted without exeggeratlon— 
her fearlese tmthAilness, her rectitude, her passionate love of Justice, her eagadty and 
solidity of understanding. Throughout the work, Jeanne, of course, occupies the centre 1 
but yarious celebrated characters grouped around her are more or less Ailly sketched. Among 
these are Elisabeth of England, Mary of Oulse, Catherine de Medld, Frauds I., Charles IX., 
Cond^, the Duke of Guise., and Jeanne's own son, the Prince of Navarre, afterwards Henri 
Quatre. The great political and religious questions that agitated France are not overlooked, 
but they do not encroach upon the space which In works like the present is better occupied 
with details, which serve to Illustrate the manners, character, and life of the principal persons 
In the narrative. In combining general historical views with such details, Miss Freer has 
been In the present volumes singularly suecessfhl*'— Jfom^n^ Herald, 

**The life of the mother of Henry the XV., the eioellent Queen of Navarre, Is one of the 
most hiterestlng episodes of the history 4>f the struggles between Romanism and the Refor. 
mation In France. The dlflculties with which she had to contend throughout her eventful 
career, and the virtuee she displayed under her many trials, would secure for her a distin- 
guished place In history, Independently of the celebrity which she deeerves trota her having 
been the mother of the best, and one of the greatest Kings of France. The task of bringing 
forward her claims to the admiration of posterity could not have fallen Into better hands 
than those of Miss Freer, the able biographer of her mother, Marguerite D'Angoul^me.'*— 
John BulL 

** We consider Jeanne D*Albret one of the greatest women that ever lived. She was the 
greatest Queen of her time, not excepting our Queen Elisabetb, her ally and contemporary | 
oniurpassed as a politician, astateswoman, and military chief 1 fertile In resources, far-seeing, 
determined, trusting to the Justice of her cause in God, whom she worshipped according to 
the BiUe, a good wife, a tender and wise mother, and falthftil fk-lend. Her life and all the 
exciting drcumetances connected with it have been most ably recorded by Miss Freer; and in 
doing so shs has displayed researches Into authorities, edited and Inedited, equal to that of 
Gibbon} has made Judidons and Impartial use of them, and has given us In the biography 
of a woman whose greatness was not tainiahed by a fault, a history of a very eventfUl period 
of the Beformation in France— Odeereer. 

"We have read this book with great pleasure, and have no hesitation In recommending 
it to general perusal. It reflects the highest credit on the Industry and ability of Miss Ftft, 
Nothing can be more interesting than her story of the troubled life of Jeanne D'Albret, and 
the narrative la as trustworthy as It Is attractive. We are sure that it will meet with as 
fkvourable a receptk»n as that which was accorded to the Life of Marguerite D'Angoul^me.*'— 
JfsmtegPoef. 
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THE OLD OOUBT SUBTTBB; OIL MEHOBIAIS OF 

KENSINGTON; Rboal, Critical, and Anxcdotical. By LEIGH 
HUNT. Second Edition. 2 vols, post Svo. 2l8. elegantly bound. 

"A deligbtfbl book, of which the charm begins at the the first line on the first pag^, fbr 
full of qnalnt and pleasant memories is the phrase that is its title — 'The Old Court Subiu1>.* 
Very tM, too, both of quaint and pleasant memories is the line that designates the author. 
It is the name of the moit cheerful of chroniclers, the bestof remembrancers of good things, 
the most polished and entertaining of educated gossips. < The Old Court Suburb ' is a work 
that will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to those who hsTe a love for the best 
kinds of reading."— XjfomlMr. 

•* Under the quaint title of ' The Old Court Suburb,' Mr. Leigh Hunt gossips pleasantly, 
spiritedly, and at large, over all that is of interest in Kensington and its neighbourhood. The 
subject is happily chosen, for Kensington comprises in it more of antiquarian and literary 
interest than any other spot in London. It is precisely the kind of book to be pored oret by 
tlie sea-side or fire-side, where the reader can transport himself, assisted by the poetic fisney 
of Mr. Hunt, to the compuiy of the wits and beauties of past generations. We Tery warmly 
recommend these pleasant volumes to the attention of our readers."— CArcmiefe. 

"A more agreeable and entertsining book has not been published sinraBoswell produced 
his reminiscences of Johnson."— Odseroer. 



MEMOIBS OF JOHN ABERKETHY, F^S. WITH A 

View of his Wbitinos, Lectures, and Character. By GEORGE 
MACILWAIN, F.R.C.S., author of " Medicine and Surgery One Inductive 
Science," &c. Second Edition. 2 vols., post 8vo., with Portraits, 2 Is. 

'* These memoirs convey a graphic, and, we believe, fidthftal picture of the celebrated I 

John Abernethy, The volumes are written io a popular style, and will afford to the general | 

reader much instruction and entertainment."— FeraM. , 



THE IITERATTTRE AND ROMANCE OF NORTHERN 

EUROPE ; constituting a complete History of the Literature of Sweden, 
Denmark, Norway, and Iceland, with copious Specimens of the most cele- 
brated Histories, Romances, and Popular Legends and Tales, old Cbivalnms 
Ballads, Tragic and Comic Dramas, National Songs, Novels and Scenes from 
the Life of the Present Day. By WILLIAM and MARY HO WITT. 2 vols. 
postSvo. 2Is. 

'* A most charming and valuable work, by means of which the great majority of the reading 
public will be, for the first time, made acquainted with the rich stores of intellectual wealth 
long garnered in the literature and beautiful romance of Northern Europe. The songs and 
ballads are translated with exquisite poetic beauty."— S«n. 



RULE AND MISRULE OF THE ENGLISH IN 

A.MERICA. By the Author of "SAM SLICK." 2 vols, post 8vo. 2l8. 

*' We conceive this work to be by far the most valuable and important Judge Haliburton 
has ever written. While teeming with interest, moral and historical, to the general reader, 
it equally constitutes a philosophical study for the politician and statesman. It will be found 
to let in a flood of light upon the actual origin, formation, and progress of the republic of 
the United States.*'— ^ava/ and Military Gazette, 



HISTORY AND BIOORAPHY. 



THE JOUBNALB AND GOBBESFONDENGE OF 

GENERAL SIR HARRT CALVERT, Bart., 6.C.B. and G.C.H., Ad. 

JUTAMT-GbNSEAL OV TBS FORCES UNDBR H.R.H. THE Du&B OF YoRK, 

comprising the Campaigns in Flanders and Holland in 1793-94; vith an 
Appendix containing His Plans for the Defence of the Country in case of 
Invasion. Edited by His Son, SIR HARRY VERNE Y, Bart. 1 voL royal 
8vo., with large maps, 14s. 

*' Both the Journal! and I«tt«n of Oapt. Caivert are tall of Interest. The letters. In 
particular, are entitled to much praiae. Not too louf, eaay, praoeful, not without wit, and 
everywhere marked by good lenae and good taa te— the aerlei addreeeed by Capt. Calrert to 
Ilia aiater are literary compositions of no common order. With the best means of observing 
the progress of the war, and with his faculties of judgment exercised and strength«ned by 
experience — a quick eye, a placid temper, and a natural aptitude for language rendered 
Capt. Calvert in many respects a model of a military critic. Sir Harry Verney has per. 
formed his duties of editor very well. The book is creditable to all parties concerned in its 
production."— iKAentfum. 

BEGGLLECnONS OF MT MILITABT UFE. BY 

COLONEL LANDMANN, Late of the Corps of Royal Enginbebs, 
Author of ^ Adventures and Recollections." 2 vols, post 8vo. 21s. 

" Much as has been written of late years about war and Wellington, we know of nothing 
that contains so striking a picture of the march and the battle as seen by au individual, or so 
close and homely a sketch of the Great Captain In the outset of the European career of Sir 
Arthur Wellesley.*'— Sp«cte<or. 

«< The deserved popularity with which the previous volumes of Colonel Landmann's 
adventures were received will be increased by the present portion of these Interesting and 
amusing records of a long life passed In active and arduous service. The Colonel's 
shrewdness of observation renders bis sketches of character highly amusing."— J9r(/annia. 

COLONEL LANDMAOTTS ADVENTUEES AND Re- 
collections. 2 vols, post 8vo. 21s. 

'* Among the anecdotes in this work will be found notices of King George III., the Dukes 
of Kent, Cumberland, Cambridge, Clarence, and Richmond, the Princess Augusta, General 
Garth,. Sir Harry Mlldmay, Lord Charles Somerset, Lord Edward Fitzgerald, Lord Heath- 
field. Captain Grose, &c. The volumes abound la interesting matter. The anecdotes are 
one and all amusing."— Odseroer. 

*' These ' Adventures and Recollections ' are those of a gentleman whose birth and 
profession gave him facilities of access to distinguished society. Colonel Landmann writes 
80 agreeably that we have little doubt that his volumes will be acceptable."— JMentebm. 

ADVENTURES OF THE CONNAUGHT RANGERS. 

Second Series. By WILLIAM GRATTAN, Esa., late Lieutenant 
CoNNAUOHT Rangers. 2 vols. 21s. 

" In this second series of the adventures of this famous regiment, the author extends 
his narrative flrom the first formation of the gallant 88th up to the occupation of Purls. All 
the battles, sieges, and skirmishes. In which the regiment took part, are described. The 
volumes are interwoven with original anecdotes that give a freshness and spirit to the whole. 
The stories, and the sketches of society and manners, with the anecdotes of the celebrities of 
the time, are told In an agreeable and unaffected manner. The work bears all the character- 
istics of a soldier's straightforward and entertaining narrative."— iSttrnfay Time§, 
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PAINTING AND CELEBRATED PAINTERS, AN- 

CIENT and MODERN ; indading Hifltorical and Critical Notices <tf the 
Schools of Italy, Spain, France, Germany, and the Netherlands. Edited by 
LADT JERVIS. 2 toIs. post 8to. 2l8. 

" Thli book it detf gned to glre to the general public a popular knowledge of the History 
of Painting and the characters of Painters* with cspedal reference to the most prominent 
among those of their works which are to be seen in English galleries. It is pleasantlf written 
with the intention of senring a usefol purpose. It succeeds in its design, and will l>e of real 
use to the multitude of picture seers. As a piece of agreeable reading also. It is naa- 
ceptionable.'* — Examiner. 

" This useftil and well-arranged compendium will be found of Talue to the amateur, and 
pleasing as well as instmctire to the general reader j and, to give it still flirther praise, the 
collector will find abundance of most nsefiil information, and many an artist will rise from 
the perusal of the work with a much clearer idea of his art than he had before* We sum up 
its merits by recommending it as an acceptable handbook to the principsl galleries, and a 
trustworthy guide to a knowledge of the celebrated paintings in England, and that this 
infotaiation is ralnable and much required by many thousands is a well-proTen Act."— 
Sundi^ Timet, 



CLASSIC AND HISTORIC PORTRAITS. BT JAMES 

BRUCE. 2 vols, post 8vo. 21s. 

This work comprises Biographies of the following Classic and Historic Per- 
sonages : — Sappho, Msop, Pythi^oras, Aspasia, Milto, Agesilaus, Socrates, Plato, 
Aldbiades, Helen of Troy, Alexander the Great, Demetrius Poliorcetes, Sdpio 
Afiicanns, Sylla, Cleopatra, Julias Caesar, Augustus, Tiberius, Germanicus, 
Caligula, LolUa Paulina, Csesonia, Boadicea, Agrippina, Poppaea, Otho, Commodus, 
Caracalla, Heliogabalus, Zenobia, Julian the Apostate, Eudoda, Theodora, 
Charlemagne, Abelard and Heloise, Elizabeth of Hungary, Dante, Robert Bruce, 
Ignez de Castro, Agnes Sorrel, Jane Shore, Lucrezia Borgia, Anne Bullen, Diana 
of Poitiers, Catherine de Medicis, Queen Elizabeth, Mary Queen of Scots, 
Cervantes, Sir Kenelm Digby, John Sobieski, Anne of Austria, Ninon dePEncloa, 
Mile, de Montpensier, the Duchess of Orleans, Madame de Maintenon, Catherine 
of Russia, and Madame de StaeL 

- A book which lias msay merits, most of all, that of a fresh and unhacknied sul^eet. 
The volumes sre the result of a good deal of reading, and have besides an original spirit and 
flayour about them, which hare pleased us much. Mr. Bruce is often eloquent, often 
humorous, and has a proper appreciation of the wit and sarcasm belonging in abundance to 
bis theme. The variety and amount of information scattered through his volumes entitle 
them to be generally read, and to be received on all hands with merited favour.'*— £«am<Mer. 

*' We find in these piquant volumes the liberal outpourings of a ripe scholarship, the 
results of wide and various reading, given in a style and manner at once pleasant and picta- 
Tt»qtw,**'-Atkenmim, 



SCOTTISH HEROES IN THE DATS OF WALLACE 

AND BRUCE. By the Rbv. A. LOW, AM. 2 vol*, post 8vo. 2U. 
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miilTART LIFE IN ALGERIA. BT THE COUNT P. 

DE CASTELLANE. 2 vols, poat 8yo. 2l8. 

" Wtt Icommeod ttaii book as really worth perusal. The Tolumes make us familiarly 
acquainted with the nature of Algerian experience. St. Arnaud, Canrobert, Changarnier, 
OaTaignac, Lamorici&re, are brought prominently before the reader." — Examiner. 

** These Tolumes will be read with extraordinary interest. The vlyid manner in which 
th« author narrates his adTentures, and the number of personal anecdotes that he tells, 
engage^the reader's attention in an extraordinary manner."— Suiulay Times. 

AX7T0BI0GBAPH7 OF AN ENGLISH SOLDIEB IN 

THE UNITED STATES' ARMY. 2 vols, post 8vo. 21s. 

" The novelty characterising these interesting volumes is likely to secure them many 
readers. In the first place, an account of the internal organisation, the manners and customs 
of the United States' Federal Army, is in itself a novelty, and a still greater novelty is to 
have this account rendered by a man who had served in the English before joining the 
American army, and who can give his report after having every opportunity of comparison. 
The author went through the Mexican campaign with General Scott, and his volumes 
contain much descriptive matter concerning battles, sieges, and marches on Mexican 
territory, besides their sketches of the normal chronic condition of the United States* soldier 
in time of peace."— i>at(y Newt, 

CANADA AS IT WAS, IS, AND MAY BE. BY THE 

late LIEUTENANT-COLONEL SIR R. BONNYCASTLE. With an Account 
of Recent Transactions, by SIR J. E. ALEXANDER, K.L.S., &c. 2 yoIs., 
post 8vo. with maps, &c., 21s. 

"These volumes offer to the British public a clear and trustworthy statement of the 
affairs of Canada, and the effects of the immense public worlcs in progress and completed j 
with sketches of locality and scenery, amusing anecdotes of personal observation, and gene, 
rally every information which may be of use to the traveller or settler, and the military and 
political reader.— Jfessen^er. 

ATLANTIC AND TRANSATLANTIC SKETCHES. BY 

CAPTAIN MACKINNON, R.N. 2 vols, post 8yo. 21s. 

"Captain Macldnnon's sketches of America are of a striking character and permanent 
value. His volumes convey a just impression of the United States, a fair and candid view of 
their society and Institutions, so well written and so entertaining that the effect of their 
p«msal on the publiciiere must be considerable. They are light, animated, and lively, full 
of racy sketches, pictures of life, anecdotes of society, visits to remarkable men and famous 
places, sporting episodes, &c., very original and interesting."— Sutufay Timet, 

SPAIN AS IT IS. BT G. A HOSEINS, ESQ. 

2 vols, post 8vo. 21s. 

*' To the tourist this work will prove invaluable. It Is the most complete and Interesting 
portraiture of Spain that has ever come under our notice."— -/oAnfw//. 

mSTOBY OF CORFU; AND OF THE REPUBLIC 

OF THE IONIAN ISLANDS. By LIEUT. H. J. W. JERVIS, Royal 
Artillery. 1 vol. post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

" Written with great care and research, and including probably all the particulars of 
any moment in the history of CorfU.'*— J^Atfiuewm. 
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THE MOSLEM AND THE CHRISTIAN; OR, ADVEN- 

TUKES IN THE EAST. By SADTK PASHA. Berised with original 
Notes, by COLONEL LACH SZTRMA, Editor of << Bevslations of 
Siberia.'' 3 toU. post 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

'* Sadyk Pasha, the author of this work, is a Pole of nohle Urth. He is now eommaader 
of the Turkish Cossacks, a corps organised by himself. The yoluraes on the Moslem and 
the Christian, partly fact and partly fiction, written by him, and translated by CoU»el 
Ssyrma, display very well the literary spirit of the soldier. They are full of the adyentuies 
and emotions that belong to love and war; they treat of ^e present time, they introduoe 
many ezistlDg people, and have the Danubian principalities for scene of action. Here are 
sources of popularity which the book fiiirly claims. As a translation, it is excellent.— 
E*aminar. 



HOME LIFE IN RUSSIA. REVISED BT COL. LACH 

SZTRMA, Editor of '' Revelations of Siberia.'* 2 vols. postSTO. 2l8. 

** This work gives a very interesting and graphic account of the manners and customs of 
the Russian people. The most interesting and amusing parts of the work will be found to be 
those interior scenes in the houses of the wealthy and middle classes of Russia upon whicb 
we have but scanty information, although they are some of the most striking and truthfhl 
indications of the progress and civilisation of a country. As such we recommend them to the 
study of our readers."-'06seroer. 

"A curious, extraordinary, and very entertaining mem(nr is contained in these volumeSf 
and at the present crisis cannot but command an eager p^xisal. The special recommenda- 
tion of the work to us is the novel view and clear insight it affords Englishmen of the real 
character of the Russians. Their sayings and doings, and the machinery of their society, are 
all laid unsparingly hare.**— Sunday Timea. 

" So little is known in this country of the internal condition of Russia, or the state oC 
society in that enormous empire, that the contents of these volumes will naturally be perused 
with great curiosity. The volumes abound in lively dialogue, and are enlivened by satirical 
and humorous touches, and the manners and customs of the individuals composing what ia 
called the middle rank in Russia are graphically described."— Jfoniln^ Herald, 

REVELATIONS OF SIBERIA. BY A BANISHED 

LADY. Edited by COLONEL LACH SZYRMA. Third and cheaper 
Edition. 2 vols, post Svo. 16s. 

" A thoroughly good book. It cannot be read by too many people."— D»c*«w»# ffovse- | 

hold Words. \ 

" The authoress of these volumes was a lady of quality, who, having incurred the i 

displeasure of the Russian Government for a political offence, was exiled to Siberia. The i 

place of her exile was Beresov, the most northern part of thin northern penal settlement ; and i 

ia it she spent about two years, not unprofitably,as the reader will find by her interestini; | 

work, containing a lively and graphic picture of the country, the people, their manners and | 

customs, &c. The l)Ook gives a most important and valuable insight into the economy of I 

what has been hitherto the terra incognita of Russian despoti8m."->>i>ai(y News. i 

« Since the publication of the famous romance the ' Exiles of Siberia,' we have had 
no account of these desolate lands more attractive than the present work." — Globe, 
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SF0BTIN6 ADVENTUBES IN THE NEW WOBJLD; 

OK, DATS AND NIGHTS OP MOOSE HUNTING IN THE PINE 
FORESTS OF ACADIA. By CAMPBELL HARDT, Royal Artilubet. 
2 ToU. pott 8vo. with UluBtntions, 2 Is. 

'* Foil of •plrit-etlrring adrenture and omAiI Inlbrmatlon.**— iM/jr New», 

" This book If replete with Interett. The adTentturtif which are ttrUdng ud romaatle^ 
are moat graphically deicrlbed."— Be//** Life. 

**ToeportsiDeii,iiataralliti, and lovers of nature la her more romantic moods, theeo 
Tolnmes wUl prove unusually attractive, positively fkscinating. Indeed— so varied, novel, and 
exciting are the adventures and scenes they describe."— San. 

*' A spirited record of sporting adventures, very entertaining and well worthy the atten- 
tion of all sportsmen who desire some fresher field than Europe can afford them. The 
forests of Nova Scotia abound In moose, cariboo, bears, wolves, partridge, snipe and wild 
dock, while the rivers are teeming with salmon and other fish, so that Lieutenant Hardy's 
flport was of the best kind, and In the details which he has given lu there Is much to 
Intereet and amuse. He is a thorough sportsman, patient, skilful, and active, and relates 
his adventures with the gusto of a man who enjoys the life."— 7Ae Frtu, 

A SEETCHEB'S TOIJB BOUND THE WOBLD. BT 

ROBERT ELWES, Esci. Second Edition, 1 vol. royal 8to., with 21 
Coloured lUastratlons from Original Designs by the Author. 21b. elegantly 
bound, gilt edges. 

NABBATIVE OF A J0T7BNEY BOITKD THE WOULD, 

Comprising A Winter Passage acaoss the Andes to Chili, with a 
Visit to the Gold Reoions of California and Australia, the South 
Sea Islands, Java, &c. By F. GERSTAECKER. 3 vols, post 8to. 
318. 6d. • 



** Starting Arom Bremen for California, the author of this Narrative proceeded to Rio, 
and thence to Buenos Ayresj where he exchanged the wild seas for the yet wilder Pampas, 
and made his way on horsebaclr to Valparaiso across the Ck>rdilleras— a winter passage fiill of 
difficulty and danger. From Valparaiso he sailed to California, and visited San Franclaco, 
Sacramento, and the mining distrlcU generally. Thence he steered his course to the South 
Sea Islands, resting at Honolulu, Tahiti, and other gems of the sea in that quarter, and from 
thence to Sydney, marching through the Murray Valley, and inspecting the Adelaide district. 
From Australia he dashed onward to Java, riding through the interior, and taking a general 
survey of Batavia, with a glance at Japan and the Japanese. An active. Intelligent, observant 
man, the notes he made of his adventures are tall of variety and Interest. His descriptions of 
places and persons are lively, and his remarks on natural productions and the phenomena of 
earth, sea, and sky are always sensible, and made with a view to practical results. Those 
portions of the Narrative which refer to California and Australia are replete with vivid 
slcetches i and indeed the whole work abounds with living and picturesque descriptions of 
men, manners, and localities."— Gtode. 
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THE WABASH; OS, ADVENTUBES OF AN ENG- 
LISH GENTLBMAN'S FAMILY IN THE INTERIOR OF AMERICA. 
By J. R. BESTE, Eso. 2 vols, post 8yo. 21b. 

** Mr. BeftC* book is Interesting. In litersry merit it if abore the majority of books of 
travel. It dwsrrps oonsnltation firom all who may wish to recdre a candid, sensible, sad 
fair aceowit of the author's experience.'*— il/A«n«ifin. 

" Mr. Besto is one of the most InstmetiTe and interestSog of ikmerican travellers. In 
hissenslhlf and cntertainlnf narrative, which we hope will become as popular as it deserves 
to be, we And a plctnre of the country and the people more famUiar and more graphic than 
aoy which we have met with elsewhere."— Posf. 

AUSTRALIA AS IT IS: ITS SETTLEMENTS, FABMS, 

AND GOLD FIELDS. By F. LANCELOT, Esa., Mineralooical Sur- 

▼XTOB IN THE AUSTRALIAN COLONIES. Second Edition, revised. 2 vols. 

post 8to. 21s. 

'* This is an unadorned account of the actual condition in which these colonies are ftrand, 

by a professional surveyor and mineralogist, who goes over the ground with a careftil glance 

and a remarkable aptitude for seising on the practical portions of the subject. On the 

elimato, the vegetation, and the agricultural resources of the country, he is copious in the 

extreme, and to the intending emigrant an invaluable instructor. As may be expected flroro 

. a scientific hand, the subject of gold digging undergoes a thorough manipulation. Mr. 

Lancelot dwells with minuteness on the several indications, stratifications, varieties of s<rfl, 

and methods of working, experience has pointed out, and offers a perfect manual of the new 

craft to the adventurous settler. Nor has he neglected to provide him with information as to 

the sea Toyage, and all Ite accessories, the commodities most in request at the antipodes, and 

a general view of social wante, family management, &c., such as a shrewd and observant 

eounsellor, aided by old resident authorities, can afford. As a guide to the auriferous regions, 

as well as the pastoral solitudes of Australia, the work is unsurpassed." — Olobe. 

A LADTS VISIT TO THE GOLD DIGGINGS OF 

AUSTRALIA. By MRS. CLACY. 1 vol. lOs. 6d. 

*' The most pithy and entertaining of all the books that have been written on the gold 
diggings."— i^Merofy Gaeette, 

"Mrs. Clacy's bookwilkbe read with considerable Interest, and not without profit. 
Her statemente and advice will be post usefiil among her own sex.*' — Athenaum. 

** Mrs. Clacy tells her story well. Her book is the most graphic account of the diggings 
and the gold country in general that is to be had." — Daily News. 

LIGHTS AND SHADOWS OF AUSTBAUAN UFE. 

By MRS. CLACY. Author of << A Lady's Yuit to the Gold Diggings." 
2 vols, post 8to. 2 Is. 

«* In these volumes Mrs. Clacy has presented life in Australia in all ite varied aspects. 
An Intimate acquaiateoce with the country, and with the circumstances in which settlers and 
emigrante find themsrives, has enabled the writer to impart to her narrative a character of 
truthAilness and life-Hke animation, which renders them no less instructive than charmixif . 
The book is throughout exceedingly attractive."— JoAft BtM. 

"While affording amusement to the general reader, these 'Lights and Shadows of 
Australian Life,' are ftill of useful hinte to intending emigrants, and will convey te friends at 
home accepteble information as to the country where so many now have friends or relatives." 
^Literary Gazette. 
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WI TEAVELS; OR, AN UNSENTIMENTAL J0T7B- 

NEY THROUGH FRANCE, SWITZERLAND, AND ITALY. By 
CAPTAIN CHAMIER 3 vols, post Svo. Sis. 6d. 
" This work will be sure to obtain general perusal — as an intelligent, an Interefting, and 
above all, an honest production, by a deserredly popular writer." — Obtener, 

TRAVELS IN EUBOPEAN TUBEEY: THROUGH 

Bosnia, Sbryia, Bulgaria, Macedonia, Roumslia, Albania, and 
Epirus ; with a Visit to Grbbob and the Ionian Isles, and a Home- 
ward Tour through Hungary and the Sclavonian Proyinces or 
Austria on the Lower Danube. By EDMUND SPENCER, Eso. 
Author of " Trayels in Circassia," etc. Second and Cheaper Edition, in 
2 vols. 8vo., with Illustrations, and a valuable Map of European Turkey 
from the most recent Charts in the possession of the Austrian and Turkish 
Governments, revised by the Author, 18s. ^ 



** These important volumes describe some of those countries to which public i 
Is now more particularly directed: Turkey, Greece, Hungary, and Austria. The author has 
given us a most interesting picture of the Turkish Empire, its weaknesses, and the embar. 
raasmeuts from which it is now suffering. Its financial difficnlties, the discontent of its 
Christian, and the turbulence of a great portion of its Mohammedan subjects. We cordially 
leoommend Mr. Spencer's valuable and interesting volumca to the attention of the reader."— 
U. S. Magazine. 

A TOUR OF INQUIRY THROUGH FRANCE AND 

ITALY, Illustrating their Present Social, Political, and Religious 
Condition. By EDMUND SPENCER, Eso., Author of " Travels in 
European Turkey," " Circassia," &c. 2 vols, post Svo. 21s. 

'* Mr. Spencer has travelled through France and Italy, with the eyes and feelings of a 
Protestant philosopher. His volumes contain much valuable matter, many Judicious remarks, 
and a great deal of useful information."— itfomifif Chnmiele. 

ARCTIC MISCELLANIES, A SOUVENIR OF THE 

LATE POLAR SEARCH. By the OFFICERS and SEAMEN of the 
EXPEDITION. Dedicated bt PSRinssiON to the Lords of the 
Admiralty. Second Edition. 1 vol., with numerous Illustrations. 
I0s.6d. 

" This volume Is not the least Interesting or instructive among the records of the late 
expedition in search of Sir John Franklin, commanded by Captain Austin. The most 
valuable portions of the book are those which relate to the scientific and practical observations 
made in the course of the expedition, and the descriptions of scenery and incidents of arctle 
travel. From the variety of the materials, and the novelty of the scenes and incidents to 
which they refer, no less than the interest which attaches to all that relates to the probable 
safety of Sir John Franklin and his companions, the Arctic Miscellanies forms a very 
readable book, and one that redounds to the honour of the national character."— 2^ Ttmcf. 
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FOBEST LIFE IN CEYLON. BT W. KNIGHTON, M.A., 

formerly Secbbta&y to tbb Ceylon Bkanch Rotal Asiatic Socutt. 
Second Edition, 2 vols, post 8to. 2 Is. 

'* A Tery ckrer and amating book, by one who has lived aa a planter and Joonialf it many 
yean in Ceylon. The work ia filled with intereating accounta of the aporta, reaoorcea, pro- 
dttctlone, icenery, and traditions of the island. The sporting adTentures are narrated In a 
▼ery spirited manner.*'— Stendar<f. 

'* We have not met with a more delightful l>ook for along time past." — Lit. €fa£, 
'*We have no recollection of a more interesting or instructive work on Ceylon and the 
Gingaleae than that which Mr. Knighton haa Just given to the world. It displays a great deal of 
ocateness and aagadty in ita observation of men and manners, and contains a vast deal of 
useful information on topida, hiatorical, political, and commercial, and haa the charm of a 
fluent and graphic style."— Jfonnn^ Pott, 



TROPICAL SKBTGHES; OB, REMINISCENCES OF 

AN INDIAN JOURNALIST. BY W. KNIGHTON, M.A., Author of 
** Forest Life in Ceylon." 2 vols, post 8yo. 21s. 

'* When Mr. Knighton's pleasant volumes on Ceylon were published, we freely gave his 
publication the praise which it appeara to have well deserved, since another edition haa been, 
calledfor. Amongst the wrltersof theday,weknowof none who are more felicitous in hitting oflT 
with an amusing accuracy, the characters he haa met with, and his descriptive powers are first- 
rate. Take his Sketches up and open where you will, he touches upon topics of varied 
nature — ^now political, anon historical or commercial, interspersed with traits of society and 
manners, every page teeming with information, combined with lively detail. His style, indeed, 
la eminently attractive. There ia no weariness comes over the reader with Mr. Knighton's 
work before him— all is vivacity. The Tropical Sketchea contains the result of the author's 
experience in the East in various capacities, but he is chiefly at home when he enters upon 
the narrative of his mission aa a Journalist. His revelaUona of his labours in an educational 
capacity, are highly amusing, and there is an added charm to the volumes that the impress 
of fldelity Is stamped on every page. In short. Tropica/ Sketehet may be set down as the work 
of a man of education and refinement, gifted with a keen observation for all that is passing 
around him i such a publication cannot fail in being both amusing and lnBtnxcUvt,**-^Sunday 
Timet* 



FIVE YEARS IN THE WEST INDIES. BY CHARLES 

W. DAY, Eso. 2 vols, post 8vo. 21s. 
** It would be unjust to deny the vigour, brilliancy and varied interest of this work, tke 
abundant stores of anecdote and incident, and the copious detail of local habits and peculiarities 
In each island visited in succession."— 0/060. 



TRAVELS IN INDIA AND KASHMIR. BY BARON 

SCHONBERG. 2 vols, post 8yo. 2l8. 

'* This account of a Journey through India and Kaahmlr will be read with considerable 
interest. Whatever came in his way worthy of record the author committed to writing, and 
the result is an entertaining and instructive miscellany of information on the country, ite 
climate, its natural production. Its history and antiquities, and the character, the religion 
and the social condition of its inhabitants."— JoAnfiu//. 
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THE WAimERER IN ABABIA. BY G. T. LOWTH, 

Eso. 2 vols, post 8to. with Illnstratioiu. 2l8. bound. 

"An excellent book, peryaded by a healthy enthusiasm, novel and raried in its incidents, 
picturesque in its descriptions, and running oyer with human interest.*' — Sutu 

** Mr. Lowth has shown himself in these volumes to be an intelligent traveller, a keen 
observer of nature, and an accomplished artist. The general reader will find in his descrip- 
tions of his wanderings in Arabia, and among the most interesting monuments of old 
Christian lands, a great deal that cannot fail to interest and amuse him.— Pos^. 

EIGHTEEN YEARS ON TKEf GOLD COAST OF 

AFRICA ; including an Account of thb Native Tribes, and their 
INTERCOURSE WITH EUROPEANS. By BRODIE CRUICKSHANK, Member 
OF THE Legislative Council, Cape Coast Castle. 2 vols, post 8vo. 2l8. 

"This is one of the most interesting worln that ever yet came into our hands. It 
possesses the charm of introducing us to habits and manners of the human fkmily of which 
before we had no conception. Mrs. Beecher Stowe's work has, indeed, made us all familiar 
with the degree of intelligence and the disposition of the transplanted African ; but it has 
been reserved to Mr. Cruickshank to exhibit the children of Ham in their original state, and 
to prove, as his work proves to demonstration, that, by the extension of a knowledge of the 
Gospel, and by that only can the African be brought within the pale of civilization. We 
anxiously desire to direct public attention to a work so valuable. An incidental episode in 
the work is an affecting narrative of the death of the gifted Letitia Elizabeth Landon (L. £. L.) 
written a few months after her marriage with Governor Maclean."— 5/an<2ard. 

EIGHT TEABS IN PALESTINE, SYBIA, AND ASIA 

MINOR. By F. A. NEALE, Eso., Late Atiached to the Consular 
Service in Stria. Second Edition, 2 vols, with Illustrations, 21s. 

" A very agreeable book. Mr. Neale is evidently quite familiar with the East, and writes 
In a lively, shrewd, and good-humoured manner. A great deal of information is to be found 
in his pages.** — Atherumm. 

EEABTOUM AND THE NILES. BT 6E0BGE MELL7, 

Esd. Second Edition. 2 vols, with Maps and Illustrations, 21s. 

" Mr. Melly is of the same school of travel as the author of * EOthen.* His book 

altogether is very agreeable, comprising, many intelligent illustrations of the relations now 

subsisting between the Governments of the Sultan and the Pacha, and exceedingly graphic 

sketches of Khartoum, C&iro, the Pyramids, the PlainofThebes,the Cataracts, 8iC,"—E»aminer. 

TRAVELS IN BOLIVIA; WITH A TOUR ACROSS 

THE PAMPAS TO BUENOS AYRES. BY L. HUGH DE BONNELI,o£ 
Her Britannic Majesty's Legation. 2 yoIs. post 8yo. 21«. 
'* Mr. Bonelli's official position gave him great opportunities of observation, and he has 
ftamished us with a very interesting and amusing boolc of travels respecting a country whose 
political and commercial importance is becoming every day more obvious.**— OAsereer. 

THE ANSYREEH AND ISMAELEEH: A VISIT TO 

THE SECRET SECTS OF NORTHERN SYRIA. BY THE REV. S. 
LYDE, M.A., Late Chaplain at Betrout. 1 vol. lOs. 6d. 
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SAM SUCK'S NEW WOBE, NATDBE AND EUMAll 

NATURE. 2 vols, post 8yo. 24t. 

'* Since Sam Sifck*« first work he hu written nothing so fresh, racy, and genuinely 
humorous as this. Every line of it tells some way or other { instructively, satirically. 
jcifBoaely, or wittily. Admiration at Sam's mature talents, and laughter at his droll yams, 
constantly alternate, as with nnhalting avidity we peruse these last volumes of his. They 
consist of 2i Chapters, each containing a tale, a sketch, or an adventure. In every one of 
them, the Clockmaker proves himself the fastest time Uller a-going." — Obterver, 



SAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS AND MODERN 

INSTANCES ; or, What kb Said, Did, ok Inysntu). Second Edition. 
2 vols, post 8vo. 21s. 

" We do not fear to predict that these delightfhl volumes will be the most popular, as 
beyond doubt, they are the best, of all Judge Haliburton*s admirable works. The * Wise 
Saws and Mod#m Instances* evince powers of imagination and expression far beyond what 
even his former publications could lead any one to ascribe to the author. We have, it if true 
long been familiar with his quaint humour and racy narrative, but the volumes before ni 
take a loftier range, and are so rich in fun and good sense, that to offer an extract as a 
sample would be an injustice to author and reader. It is one of the pleasantest books we 
ever read, and we earnestly recommend it.'* — Standard, 

"The book before us will be read and laughed over. Its quaint and racy dialect will 
please some readers — its abundance of yams will amuse others. There is something in the 
volumes to suit readers of every humour.*'-r-if ^Acfuevm. 

<* The humour of Sam Slick is inexhaustible. He is ever and everywhere a welcome 
visitor ; smiles greet hU approach, and wit and wisdom hang upon his tongue. The present 
is altogether a most edifying production, remarkable alike for its racy humour, its sound 
philosophy, the felicity of its illustrations, and the delicacy of its satire. We promise our 
readers a great treat from the perusal of these 'Wise Saws and Modern Instances,* which, 
contain a world of practical wisdom, and a treasury of the richest fun."— Jformnf Post, 



THE AMERICANS AT HOME; OR, BYEWAYS 

BACKWOODS, AND PRAIRIES. Edited by the Author of "SAM 
SLICK." 3 vols, post 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

<* In the picturesque delineation of character, and the felicitous portraiture of natloiml 
features, no writer of the present day equals Judge Hallburton. * The Americana at Bome ' 
wiU not be less popular than any of his previous works.**— P«»<. 

TRAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR. EDITED BY 

the Author of " SAM SLICK." 3 vols, post 8vo. 3l8. 6d. 

'* No man has done more than the facetious Judge Hallburton, through the mouth of 
the Inimitable * Sam,' to make the old parent country recognise and appreciate her queer 
transatlantic progeny. His present collection of comic stories and laughable tralU It • 
budget of fun full of rich specimens of American humour.**— Gtote. 

POEMS. BY SOPHIA MILUGAN. l toI. post 8to. 
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THE DRAMATIC WOBES OF MART RUSSELL 

MITFORD. Author of « Oar Yfllage/' •* Atherton/' &c. 2 vols, post 8to. 
with Portrait of the Author and other Illustrations. 21s. 

** We recommend Mist Mitford't dramas heartily to all by whom tbey are unknown. A 
more graceful addition could not be made to any collection of dramatic works."— B<MAnoootf. 

'* Hiss Mitford has collected Into one chaplet the laurels gathered in her prime of author- 
ship, and she has given it to the world with a graceful and loTing letter of reminiscence and 
benediction. Laid by the side of the volume of dramatic works of Joanna Bllllie, these 
Tolumes sufTer no disparagement. This is high praise, and it is well desenred.jfr— JMeiuewm. 

" Miss Mitford*s plays and dramatic scenes form very delightful reading."— framiiier. 

" The high reputation which Miss Mltfbrd has acquired as a dramatist will insure a 
hearty welcome to this collected edition of her dramatic works.**^/oA» BtUk 

THE MONARCHS OF THE MAIN; OR, ADVEN- 

TURES OF THE BUCCANEERS. By GEORGE W. THORNBURY, 
Esq. 3 vols, post 8to. 

" An unwritten page of the world's history is not to be met vdth every day. The author 
of these volumes has discovered one, and has supplied the deficiency. The deeds of alter- 
nate violence and heroism of the wild adventurers, who soon after the discovery of America, 
started forth in search of plunder, and sometimes of territorial conquest— now sweeping the 
main with their piratical vessels— now surprising and sacking some rich and flourishing 
town— now fortifying themselves in some strong Island-hold, where they could bid defiance 
to a world in arms against them-^orm the subject of a narrative rich in variety of Inddent, 
and replete with striking exhibitions of life and character. To the lover of maritime ad- 
venture, these uages oflfer a fund of infinite amusement, doubly attractive from the novelty 
of the theme. '-John Bull, 

DARIEN; OR, THE MERCHANT FRINGE. BTELIOT 

WARBURTON. Second Edition. 3 yoIs. post 8vo. 

'*The scheme for the colonisation of Darien by Scotchmen, and the opening of a com- 
munication between the East and West across the Isthmus of Panama, ftimlshes the founda- 
tion of this story, wliich is in all respects worthy of the high reputation which the author of 
the ' Crescent and the Cross* had already made for himself. The early history of the ' Merchant 
Prince* introduces the reader to the condition of Spain under the Inquisition ; the portraitures 
of Scottish life which occupy a prominent place in the narrative, are full of spirit } the scenes 
in America exhibit the sUte of the natives of the Nei^ World at that period i the daring deeds 
of the Buccaneers supply a most romantic element in the story } and an additional interest 
is infiised into it by the introduction of the various celebrated characters of the period, such 
as Law, the French financier, and Patersou, the founder of the Bank of England. All these 
varied ingredients are treated with that brilliancy of style and powerftil descriptive talent, by 
which the pen of Eliot Warbnrton was so eminently distinguished.**— JoAii BtM, 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A MISSIONARY. BY 

THE REV. J. P. FLETCHER. 2 vols, post 8vo. 21s. 

'* We conscientiously recommend this book, as well for its amusing character as for 
the spirit it displays of earnest piety.*' — Standard. 

SCENES FROM SCRIPTURE. BY THE REV. 6. 

CROLY,LL.D. lOs. 6d, 

"Eminent In every mode of literature. Dr. Croly stands, in our Judgment, first among 
the living poets of Great Britain— the only man of our day entitled by his power to venture 
within the sacred circle of religious poets.'*— S^omtarA 

"An admirable addition to the library of reUgious famnies.*'-%IM» Jhill. 
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FAMILT BOMANCE; OR, DOMESTIC ANNALS OF 

THE ARISTOCRACY. * BT SIR BERNARD BURKE, Ulstbk Kuro ov 
Arms. 2 vols, post 8vo. 2l8. 

Among the many other interesting legends and romantic family histories com- 
prised in these volumes, will be found the following : — The wonderful narrative 
of Maria Stella, Lady Newborough, who claimed on such strong evidence to be 
a Princes^f the House of Orleans, and disputed the identity of Louis Philippe — 
The story of the humble marriage of the beautiful Countess of Strathmore, and 
the suffering and fate of her only child — The Leaders of Fashion, from Gramont 
to D'Orsay — The rise of the celebrated Baron Ward, now Prime Minister at 
Parma — ^The curious claim to the Earldom of Crawford — The Strange Vicissitudes 
of our Great Families, replete with the most romantic details — The story of the 
Kirkpatricks of Closebum (the ancestors of the French Empress), and the re- 
markable tradition associated with them — The Legend of the Lambtons — ^The 
verification in our own time of the famous prediction as to the Earls of Mar- 
Lady Ogilvy's escape — The Beresford and Wynyard ghost stories correctly told — 
&c. &c. 

" it were impossible to praise too highly as a work of aaiusement these two most Iik 
teresting yolames, whether we should have regard to its excellent plan or its not less e»> 
eellent execution. The volumes are just what ought to be found on every drawing-room table. 
Here yon have nearly fifty captivating romances with the pith of all their Interest preserved 
in undiminished poignancy, and any one may be read in half an hour. It is not the least of 
their merits that the romances are foundea on fact—or what, at least, has been handed down 
for truth by long tradition — and the romance of reality far exceeds the romance of fiction. 
Each story is told in the clear, unaffected style with which the author's former works 
have made the public familiar, while they afford evidence of the value, even to a work of 
amusement, of that historical and genealogical learning that may Justly be expected of the 
author of * The Peerage.* "^Sta$ulard. 

" The very reading for sea-side or fire-side in our hours of idleness.*'— it^A^funnn. 



THE ROMANCE OF THE FORUM; OR, NARRA- 
TIVES, SCENES, AND ANECDOTES FROM COURTS OF JUSTICE. 
SECOND SERIES. BY PETER BURKE, Esa., of the Inner Temple, 
Barrister-at-Law. 2 vols, post 8yo. 21s. 

PRINCIPAL CONTENTS :— Lord Crichton's Revenge— The Great Douglas 
Cause — Lord and Lady Kinnaird — Marie Delorme and Her Husband — The 
Spectral Treasure — Murders in Inns of Court — Matthieson the Forger — Trials 
that established the Illegality of Slavery — The Lover Highwayman — ^The 
Accusing Spirit — The Attorney-General of the Reign of Terror — Eccentric 
Occurrences in the Law — Adventuresses of Pretended Rank — ^The Courier of 
Lyons — General Sarrazin's Bigamy — ^The Elstree Murder — Count Bocarme and 
his wife — Professor Webster, &c. 

** We have no hesitation in recommending this, as one of the most interesting worics 
that have been lately given to the public."— Jfonun^' Chronicle. 

** The favour with which the first series of this publication was received, has indnoed 
llr. Burke to extend hit researches, which he has done with great Judgment. The incidents 
forming the subject of the second series are as extraordinary in every respect, as those which 
obtained so high a meed ot celebrity for the first. Some of the tales could scarcely be bellsved 
to be founded in fact, or to be records of events that have startled the world, were thera not 
the incontestable evidence which Mr. Burke has established to prove that they hmv* 
actually happened."— JfesMn^er. 
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BY MRS. TROLLOPE. 



OEBTSUDE; 

Ob, family PBIDE. StoIs. 
" A wonderftiUy lAtefcttfflg and orifSnal 
novel." — HeraU. 
•' HriUlAot and fuU of taddtBt**— IMIy 

*' The pubUcstioo of this work wlU add 
to Mr*. Troilop«*a high vtpttUtioo ac a 

OOTClist/'— Pof/. 

LIFE AKD ADVEHTUBSS 
07 A CLEYEE WOMAH. 

" The * Clever Woman ' li of the tame 
class with the < Vicar of Wrexhiil/ and 
'Widow Bamabr/ No peraoo can fail to 
be amused by it"— 'Cri/fe. 



UHCLE WALTER. 

STola. 

•" Uncle Walter' Is an excccdii«lr ca. 
tertainiog nov^ It aasares If rs. TroUope 
more than ever in her poaitloa as out of 
the aLlcst fiction writers of the day.**— 
Mormug Poti. 

THE YOUKO KETRESS, 

S vols. 

" The knowledge of the world whieh 
Mrs. Trollope possesses in so eminent a 
degree is strongly exhibited in the pafca 
of this noveL"— Oftsereer. 



BY MRS. GORE. 



MAMMON; OR, THE H ARP- 
SHIPS 07 ART HEIRESS. 

S vols. 

"The most lively and entertaining 
novel Mrs. Gore has yet written."— 
Literary Otueette. 

** Mrs. Gort has not produced a more 
clever, sparkling and amusing novel than 
* Mammon.' "--CWIto. 

** In the novel of * Mammon/ the style 
of Mri. Gore is as buoyant, rapid, and 
pointed as uBual.*'--£Epecto/or. 



THE DEAR'S DAUGHTER- 

3 vols. 

**One of the best of Mra. Gore's 
stories. The volumes are strewed with 
smart and sparkUng epigram ."—CAromeie. 

PROGRESS ft PREJUDICE. 

3 vols. 

" This entertaining and clever novel 
Is not to be analysed, but to be praiaed. 
and that emphatically.'*— fjmntner. 



BY THE AUTHOR OF MARGARET MAITLAND. 



LILLIESLEAF. 

BbIKO TBI CONCLUDINO SKRIKS 07 

"Passaoih in thk Lira of Mas. Mab- 

OARKT MaITLAND.'* 

" The concluding series ot passages In 
the * Life of Mrs. Margaret Maitland' is, 
to our thinking, superior to the begln> 
ningf and this we take to be about the 
most satisfactory compliment we can pay 
the authoress. There Is a vein of simple 
good iente and pious feeling running 
throughout, for which no reader can fail 
to be the better."— ifMe*i«tM». 

MAaDALEN HEFBUBN; 

A ITORy Of THE SObTTISH UyOBMATION. 

3 vols. 

** ' Magdalen Hepburn will sustain the 
reputation which the author of * Margaret 
Maitland' has acquired. It Is a well 
prepared and carefully executed picture 
of the society and state of manners In 
Scotland at the dawn of the Reforma- 
tion. John Knox Is successfully dratrn." 
^Atktnaum, 



HARRY HUIR.* 

Sbcono Edition. 3 vols. 
" We prefer • Harry Mnir ' to most of 
the Scottish novels that have appeared 
since Gait's domestic stories. This new 
tale, by the author- of ' Margarat Malt- 
land,' is a real picture of the weakness of 
man's nature and the depths of woman'a 
kindness. The narrative, to repeat our 
praise. Is not one to be entered on or 
parted from without our regard for ite 
writer being increased.'*~ilfA<rme»m. 

** In this work the brilliaut pro- 
mise afforded by ' Margaret BlaitUind ' 
haa been fully realised, and now there 
can be no question that, for graphic pk>» 
tures of Scottish life, the author la en- 
titled to be ranked second to none among 
modem writers of fiction."— Ca/. JIfer. 

ADAM GRAEHE, 

OF MOSSGRAY. 3 vols. 

'*A story awakening genuine emotiona 
of interest and delight by Its admirable 
pictures of Scottish life and scenery."^ 
PoU, 
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BACHEL OBAT. 

By JVUA KAfAWAOM, 

Antborof "Natbaub," ftc. 1 toL 

*' Bacbel Qnf is a duinalof and tooch- 
log Btory, narrated with grace and tkUL 
No one can read the etorT and not feet 
a good influence from it. The charactera 
are Tigonmtly alcetched, and have a life- 
like reaUty about them. We heartily re- 
commend thia etory, and shall r^oioe 
when Mii^ Karanagh will give na an- 
other equally good.'*— JMaMncm. 

LADT WILLOUaHBT; 

Os, THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. 
By Maa. La Tovckb. 3 role. 

"An exceedingly briUiant norel. FoU 
of Interest.**— CAromeltf. 

THE HOUSE OF ELHOBE; 

▲ WAMMhY mawQwr, t vola. 

"A splendid prodnctloB. The story, 
conceired with great aUll, is worked out 
in a sacceasion of powerftd portraitures, 
and of soul-atirring acenea.**— JoAn BuU. 

JDUJCEST; 

Oa, THE TRIALS OF LIFE. 

By the Author of *<Thb Citbatb of 

OrBBTOB." S Tols. 

'*Thls norel is one of the most beaoti- 
Itally-written and powerfnlly-concelTed 
works that has ever come under our no- 
tice.'*— HeroM. 

PERCY BLAKE; 

Ob, the 70UNG RIFLEMAN. 
By Capt. Raitbb. 8 vols. 
"A highly entertaining story, which 
presents a graphic picture of military life 
In all iU varied aapecta.**— /«fti» BuU. 

** A capital novel, of the ' Charles 
0*Malley * school, full of dashing adven- 
ture, with scenes of real history cleverly 
introduced in the narrative."— Li<. Oaz, 

THE WIFE'S TBIALS. 

•**The Wife'a Triala* deaervea to be a 
successful novel, for it is one of the most 
spirited and amuaing we have read for a 
long time. The intereat la auatalued with- 
out flagging to the very last page.**— 
Atherun$m. 

PHILIP COnSTENAT. 

By Loan William Lbnnoz. 3 vols. 
*'A lively and entertaining noveL"— 
Literarp Qaxette. 

THE SECBET MABBIAGK 

Ob, CONTRASTS IN LIFE. 
By Hiss Fanwt Williams. 8 vols. 

"A deeply interesting and charming 
novel." — Chronicle, 



THE LADY OF FASHIOH. 

By the Author of 
*'TbbHibtobtovaFubt,*'&c StoIs, 
*'A striking picture of social existence. 
The story has the merit of originality, and 
talent has stamped It with an undeniable 
impress. The field chosen is not a new 
one, but the vigorona descriptions, the 
brilliant touches, and the lift-Uke por. 
traiu fanpart lustre to its pages.*'— Sms. 

OUB OWH STOBY. 

Bv Sblima Bubbubt. 
Author of ** LiFB nr Swedbh." 8 vola. 

OLIVE HA8TIVe& 

By Mbb. Fabbt. 8 vols. 

EVSTACE COHTEB& 

By Jambs HikniAT, Esq. 8 toIs. 

*' Mr. Hannay*s ablest, wisest, and 
maturest work." — Athemmm. 

"A capital naval story, with stirring 
adventures and well-drawn charactcn."— 
LU.Oag. 

WOMAN'S DEVOTION. 

"A remarkable novel, both for the oon- 
struction of the story, and the depth and 
accuracy of Its delineation of character.— 
Dailjf Vew»^ 

THE HEIBE8S OF 
HAXTOHTOH. 

By the Author of '* Emilia Wthdham.** 
" There is enough in Mra. Manh's new 
novel to Justify the fame she baa gained aa 
one of the mostoriginal and pathetic writen 
of Action in modern daya. Indoouenceand 
aentiment the work may vie with her best 
tales."— TAe Pren. 

DISPLAY. 

By the Hon. Mas. Mabbblt. S vols. 

<*This tale is a most attractive one^ 
with the great merit of highjy.finished 
social portraiture." — TAe Pren. 

TEE FEXT DOGS 
ITEiaHBOUBS. 

By Mbs. Oascoionb. Author of ** Tbm». 

TATION, &C. i vols. 

"The author has successfully por- 
trayed the mannera of the day in one of 
the beat novels that have lately appeared.** 
^Herald, 

THE JEALOUS WIFE. 

By Miss Pabdob. 3 vols. 

" A tale 6f great power. As an author 
of fiction. Miss Pardee has never done 
anything better than this work."— OloAc. 

THE FBIESrS NIECE. 

By Author of " Lionbi. Dbbbbubst." S v. 
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CONSTANCE HSBBEBT. 

By OXRALDINI JiwnuBT. 
Author of ** Mahian Withies/' ftc. 8 t. 

** ▲ powtrfal, highly loUrMtloff ] 



" * CooatUM Herbert ** le a poem In Its 
boftuty and Ite lofty porpoee i a romance 
tn Ita Tarlety and nsclnatlon. The tale, 
aa a tale, U deeply Intereiting, ftiU of 
quiet pathos, and a calm and beautlAil 
morality. It will b« read with rare plea- 
sure and remembered with haatohlhl Inte- 
rast,**— it< A eiK Wim . 

OAELEiaE XASOOTT. 

By L. Howa. 
Dedicated to Professor Aytovn. 3 toIs* 

''A Tsry derer romance. The style 
' throughout Is fluent and forcible."— Posf. 

HERBERT LAKE. 

By the Author of" Awnb DysAST/* 8 t. 

**A clererly written tale from the pen 
of the talented author of * Ann^ Dysart.' 
While administering largely to the enter- 
tainment of the reader, tha Author haa 
added to a well-earned reputation.**— JoAn 
Buli. 

THE TOTTNG HUSBAND. 

By Mrs. Oaav. Author of *'TBa Oam« 
BLia's Wirs," Ac. 8 toIs. 

<Mn this fascinating novel Mrs. Grey 
has surpassed her former productions, 
talented end powerful as they were."— 
John Bull. 

THE CURATE 07 OVERTON. 

8 vols. 

"A powerf\illy written story, the cha- 
racters and Incidents of which are por. 
trayed with great sklll."-Ji»Aii Bull. 

VIVIA. 

By Mas. J. K. DALSTMPLa. 
Dedlcatsd to Sir B. Bulwer Lytton. 2 rols. 

**An exoellent noTel. Mrs. Dalrymple 
paints sodcty In Its true colours. We 
congratulate her upon a production 
which displays such high purpose, 
wrought out with so much ability."— Posl. 

MATHEW FAXTOK. 

Edited by the Author of ** John Dbat- 

TON," " AlLISFORO," &C. 8 VOlS. 

"'Mstbew Paxton* bears a strong 
generic resemblance to those clever stories 
'John Drayton' and *Allieford,* and 
awakens In the perusal a kindred gratlfl- 
cation."— Poe/. 



BXaiKALD LTIE. 

By Miss Pardob. 8 ▼. 

" An excellent novel, containing a great 
variety of well- drawn characters, and 
keeping up the InUrest of the reader to 
* the last psge."—il//a«. 

FLORENCE, 
THE BEAUTIFUL. 

By A. BAiLLia CooaRANa, Esq. 3 v. 

THE ROSES. 

By the Author of " Taa Flirt." 8 v. 

"*The Roses * displays, with the noUsb 
•Iwaya attending a later work, all the 
taleat which appeared In «The Flirt,* and 
• The MaBssnntag Mother.* "— ^lomlard. 

HARTSEAHAIL 

By Mrs. Orrt. 8 vols. 

"Equal to any former novd by Its 
author.'*— JIAsiMnim. 

AUBRET. 

By the Author of *< Emilia WnfDaAM.** 

*'This novel Is worthy of the author*s 
reputation."— Li/erafy Oaaietie, 

AILIEFORD. 

By the Author of *' John Dravtoh." 8 v. 

"'AUleford* Is the biography of the 
clever writer of * John Drayton.* It Is a 
dseply Interesting Ul:"—BHtannia. 

CONFESSIONS 
OF AN ETONIAN. 

By the Hon. C. RowoRorr. 8 vols. 

CREWE RISE. 

By JoBN C. Jbaffrbson. 8 vols. 

EDWARD WniiOUGHBT. 

By the Author of *'TRa DisoiVLiwa ow 
LiFB." 8 vols. 

THE SECRET HISTORT 
OF A HOUSEHOLD. 

By the Authoa^f 
**Aliob Wbntwortb.*' 8 vols. 

ALICE WEKTWOBIH. 

8 vols. 

*'Thl8 novel reminds us of the tales by 
Lady Scott, which had power and pathos 
enough to get a hearing and keep a place, 
even though Lister, Ward, and Hulwer 
were all in the field, with their manly 
experiences of modern life and society."- 
Alhenmum, 



THE ARMY AND THE NAVY. 



COLBUBITS UNITED SERVICE KAGAZIME, AND 

NAVAL AND MILITARY JOURNAL. Published on the first of ereiy 
month, price 3s. 6<L 

This popular periodical, which has sow been established a quarter of a century, 
embraces subjects of soeh extensive variety and powerful interest as must render 
it scarcely less acceptable to readers in general than to the members of those pro- 
fessions for whose use it is more particularly intended. Independently of a sue- 
oession of Original Papers on innumerable interesting subjects, Personal Nar- 
ratives, Historical Incidents, Correspondence, etc., each number comprises 
Biographical Memoirs of Eminent Officers of all branches of service, Reviews of 
New Publications, either immediately relating to the Army or Navy, or involving 
subjects of utility or interest to the membm of either, full Reports of Trials 
by Courts Martial, Distribution of the Army and Navy, General Orders, Circulars, 
Promotions, Appointments, Births, Marriages, Obituary, etc., vnth all the Naval 
and Military Intelligence of the month. 



OPINIONS OV THB P1LBS8. 

"This ii confessedly one of the ablest and most attractive periodicals of whtch tbe 
British press can boast, presenting a wide field of entertainment to the general as well as 
professional reader. The suggestions for the benefit of the two services are distingoished 
by vigour of sense, acute and practical observation, an ardent love of discipline, tempered by 
a high sense of Justice, honour, and a tender regard for the welfsre and comfort of our soldiers 
and seamen.**— (7/ote. 

" At the head of those periodicals which ftimlsh useful and valuable information to 
their peculiar classes of readers, as well as amusement to the general body of the public, 
must be placed the ' United Service Magasine, and Naval and Military Journal.' It numbers 
among its contributors almost all those gallant spirits who have done no less honour 
to their country by their swords than by their pens, and abounds with the most interesting 
dlscusrions on naval and military affairs, and stirring narratives of deeds of arms in all 
parts of the world. Every information of value and interest to both the Services is culled 
with the greatest diligence from every available source, and the correspondence of various 
disUnguished officers which enrich its pages is a feature of great attraction. In short, the 
' United Service Magasine' can be recommended to every reader who possesses that attaclw 
ment to his country which should make him look with the deepest interest on its naval and 
military resources."— Sufi. 

** This truly national periodical is always ftill of the most valuable matter for profeaslDnal 
men.**— Ifornin^ Herald, 

- To military and naval men, and to that class of readen who hover on the skirts of the 
Service, and take a world of pains to inform themselves of ail the goings on, the modes and 
fashions, the movements and adventures connected with ships and barracks, this periodical 
is iudispensafale. It is a repertory of facts and criticisms— narratives of past experience, and 
fictions that are as good as if they were true — tables and returns— new inventions and new 
books bearing upon the army and navy — correspondence crowded with intelligence— and 
sundry unclaimed matten that lie in dote neighbourhood with the professiouB.andcontribate 
more or less to the stock of general useAil information."— il//a«. 

HUBST AND BLACKETT, PUBLISHERS, 
SUCCESSORS TO HENRY COLBURN, 

13, OBBAT MARLBOROUGH STRBET. 



